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large hall of the university's chemical laboratorylight was still on around midnight On 
the work table of the assistant and private lecturer Dr. Hermann Kampfer all kinds of chemical 
equipment were sparkling. Close to the table in one corner of the hall, behind the strong glass 
walls of a fume hood built into the wall, a turbid liquid was boiling in a powerful glass flask 
resting on a high iron tripod. Under the incessant blasts of flame, the molecules raged and 
howledconfusionChased by unspeakable pain, they tore themselves free from the cohesion of 
the boiling liquid and escaped through the neck ofthe connected cooler, to be purified by so 
many torments and pains and to migrate as crystal-clear, silent drops into the receiver The 
bumping and pounding of the piston and the whirling and hissing of the water-air pump filled 
the wide, echoing hall with a loud, steady noise of such strength that one thought one was in a 
factory plant. 

The young researcher, a blond man of about 30 years of age, sat on a wooden stool in 
front of the center of the work table. He had just cleared a small clearing about the width of his 
chest in the tangled undergrowth of jars, bottles, flasks and tubes that proliferated on the 
worktable. He had covered the space thus gained with a fresh sheet of white glossy paper, 
which imperiously kept out the surrounding bottles and flasks that curiously stretched their 
slender necks. Over the thus securedworkplace he sat bent low Feverish excitement played in 
his pale face. Between 
The thumb and forefinger of his left hand held a small crystal bowl, the bright syrupy contents 
of which he eagerly, even greedily, examined with the magnifying glass. He had directed the 
collected flood of light from an electric projector onto the small crystal bowl so that it sparkled 
and threw lightning bolts like a giant diamond. 

He could hardly believe his eyes.indeed crystals flickering in the syrup! Infinitesimally 
tiny flakes, hardly visible to the unaided eye, but undoubtedly crystals, for the chemist a sure 
guarantee that the productcontaineda definablebody 

Should he have succeeded this time? For almost ten years now he had been struggling 
with iron will and tenacious perseverance. After months of highly complex operations and 
reactions, which he modified and improved again and again on the basis of the newly gained 
experience, he had always received this cursed syrup as the end product instead of the hoped- 
for crystallized body, with which nothing could be done analytically. and again he had carried 
out the thoroughly thought-out and well-calculated experiments with untiringpatience, he, the 
impatient one, but always with the same failure This time, at a certain stage of the experiment, 
he was content with lower temperatures and pressures, but had to wait three months longer for 
the chemical conversion to be achieved. And lo and behold,this time the final productalready 


differed externallythe earlier one by its lighter color, and now even tiny crystals had 
precipitated! He had already despaired of the success of the work on which he had built his 
entire future, and now it seemed to have succeeded. 

But what if he was wrong, the workwasonce again in vain,and the whole hell of doubts 
about himself and his profession as an explorer opened up anew? Hot shivers ran down his 
spine. But a mistake was no longer possible! In his hands he held the crystals! A whole starry 
sky sparkled out of the bowl! If he succeeded in grasping the innumerable tiny stars of this 
microcosm and in bringing together only a few thousandths of a gram of them 
If he could bring about a determination of the basic substance, then he would have final 
certainty!Then it was only necessary to improve the procedure of the representation in such a 
way that a sufficient yield was possible for the determination of the chemical and physical 
properties of the new body Then he was sure - he glowed at the thought - of immortality! For 
all times, as long as there were men, his name would be mentioned among the first of the 
natural scientists of all times as the discoverer of the method to build up the protein, the carrier 
of all earthly life, from the inorganic basic elements! The primeval mystery of nature, the 
riddle of all riddles, the becoming of life from lifeless matter, he would have revealed it! From 
the representation of the simple protein body, which he succeeded, up to the production of the 
living protein in the living cell the way was still infinitely far! But he would have found! And 
he would have found it! What a tremendous discovery, the consequences of which could not 
be foreseen! 

Trembling with excitement, with restrained breath, he carefully put down the small 

bowl, which contained a whole creation, from his hand. And in a mysterious connection of 
thoughts with his present actions, the hour that had shattered his sunny youthful happiness with 
one blow suddenly came before his soul. His father owned a small farm, which he had 
acquired morning after morning by the sweat of his brow. He had started out as an ordinary 
farmhand. With the savings of his farmhand's wages, he had bought the cheap stone fields on 
the mountainside and cultivated them with his own hands. Then he married his motherbrought 
him some fatinmarriage, and from then on his property increased slowly but steadily But how 
he worked! He was a quiet, secretive, but mentally alert head, and ceaselessly anxious to 
improve economic methods. Every day after work he studied the agriculturalweekly He was 
particularly interested in the new agricultural machines. However, he had to afford to buy 
them, despite the favorable conditions. 
He was not able to meet the difficult payment conditions, as he calculated that they were not 
worthwhile for the small business he only had. He turned all the more eagerly to the new 
chemical and biological methods. He carefully tested them first on a small experimental field, 
and then, if they proved successful, applied them to his entire economy. Thus, he was the first 
farmer in the entire area to use artificial phosphate fertilizer. The neighbors marveled at his 
successes, but did not attribute them to the "newfangled frippery," saying instead that he was 
just very lucky since he had married the pretty Windacker Lene. Even the Lord God was in 
love with her, and so everything worked out for him. But the new time knocked on their 
ponderous brains in vain, and they came back more and more the further Amand Kampfer got. 
In fact, it gave them pleasure when he bought one field after another from them for good 
money. They now needed to work less, and if it was no longer possible, they simply moved to 
the city, where there was enough opportunity to find a place to live and work. Why toil in the 
fields from dawn to dusk? 

Hermann, whoattended the grammar schoolneighboring country towntookliveliest part 


inhis father's studies The father's pride was boundless when the boy brought him light and 
clarity in the chemical formula system. Amand Kampfer's decision had long been made. 
Hermann, the eldest of his five children, was to become a trained farmer. Together with him, 
he would then manage the estate. Then they would earn and save so much that the three 
younger brothers could also become capable and the youngest, Grethel, would one day be 
assured a respectable dowry. Thus the prosperity of the family, its reputation and prestige 
increased from year to year. 

One Easter Sunday, when Amand Kampfer was coming out of church with his wife and 
children, the broker Levisohn appeared on the estate without being called. With agile words 
and hand movements he told the father how foolish it was of him to climb up so slowly, step 
by step. 
torment. Such a small smallholding as he had now was nothing for such a capable farmer. Now 
there was a good opportunity, which would never come again, to double the size of the farm. 
Then it would also be worthwhile to purchase the new machines and he could farm to the full. 
The farmer Roggenkamp, whose estate bordered on Kampfer's fields, was on the verge of 
collapse, as he himself knew. He has not been able to pay the mortgage interest for three years. 
He had already reached an agreement with him to buy the estate from him at the mortgage 
value. If Kampfer would take over the outstanding mortgage interest, Levisohn was prepared 
to leave the mortgages, to be content with a smaller down payment and to register the rest of 
the purchase price as a new mortgage on the now doubled property. If the payment of the 
mortgage interestshould causehim difficultiesthe time beinghe would gladly grant him He had 
full confidence in Kampfer's efficiency, and it would be easy for him to get out of the debts he 
had taken on within a few years. Thus, he would be the owner of the estate in ten, at the most 
fifteen years, while he would not be able to reach the same goal in his entire life by the 
previous way. Should he need cash capital for the better utilization of the thus enlarged 
property, he would be gladly prepared to advance it to him against the registration of a second 
mortgage. 

His father had listened with shining eyes. The down payment Levisohn demanded 
swallowed up the last penny of his previous cash savings, but the possibility of acquiring 
machinery and managing on a large scale electrified him However, he did not yet agree. to 
come back in two weeks, he said, and he would consider the matterLevisohn repliedthat with 
such a favorable offer, there was no time to think it over, especially since the matter with 
Roggenkampwould be notarizedtomorrowand he had enough lovers for the Roggenkamp 
estateHowever, since it was Kaémpfer whom he held in very high esteem, he was prepared to 
wait, but not fourteen, but only four days Finally, they agreed on a cooling-off period of eight 
days. 

Right after lunch, the father hitched up and drove over to Roggenkamp. Hermann was 
allowed to accompany him.The farmer persuaded his father to accept the favorable 
proposal.He was the right man to manage the estate againand he was lucky with everything he 
touchedHe himself was heartily fed up with farming, which was no longer profitable according 
to the old method, andhe could not get used tonewfangled economic methods He was moving 
to the city to open a tavern. Levisohn, who was a very humane man and who had by no means 
harassed him with the interest payments, would advance him the necessary money in exchange 
for the pledge of the tavern equipment. 

Together with Roggenkamp, father and son now went through the stables. They were in 
a bad condition and the cattle already belonged to the Jew piece by piece. Then a tour 


offieldswasmade and the soil was found to be excellent 

Day after day, the father calculated the matter. The calculation did not go smoothly if he 
used the most unfavorable yield figures, as hehad always donewith his previous new 
acquisitionsbut with the help of the machines and the agricultural chemistry that Hermann was 
to study, he would manage it Hermann, who was 13 years old, understood nothing of the 
matter. However, his confidence in his father and in himself was so boundless that he saw the 
future sky full of violins. mother, who alreadysawher son in her mind as the owner ofmanorher 
husband, and when Levi's son appeared again the next Sunday, the deal was closed 

But the Jew had brought the misfortune into the house. It was as if the devil had his hand 
in the game ever since. Despite good years, new capital had to be raised. The expensive 
machines did not pay off as the father had calculated. The estate was still too small. The debts 
grew endlessly. Then the new farm building burned down two days before the fire insurance 
took effect, because the father did not have the cash on hand. 
to pay the insurance premium in time. And when Hermann, who had in the meantime 
graduated from high schoolfulfilledhis military obligationsand also attended university, came 
home for the second time for the Easter vacations, he found his father in an excited exchange 
with Levisohn, who had come to collect the mortgage interest that had only been deferred but 
was now due The father asked to wait at least until the fall. In vain. And when the ailing 
mother threw herself at Levisohn's feet, crying and begging for a postponement, he agreed 
only on the condition that Kampfer pledge him the grain on the stalk, since all the cattle had 
already been pledged. But then the father rebelled. to him as ifhe suddenlysaw through 
thetrickery of the usurious Jew With a cry of rage, the otherwise so prudent man jumped at his 
neck, choked him and threw him head over heels out of the house, down the high stone stairs, 
so that he lay at the bottom and was driven from the courtyard, presumed dead. He suffered 
internal injuries from the fall and died after a few days. 

The father was sentenced to prison. But the heirs of the Jew were inexorable. The estate 
went under the hammer, the mother died of grief and sorrow, and when the father learned of 
her death in prison, he hanged himself from the window cross. The three younger brothers 
scattered all over the world. But the youngest, the beautiful blonde sixteen-year-old Grethel, 
the spitting image of her mother, went to the city to look for a servant's job. When she gave 
birth to a child and her seducer, who had promised her marriage, abandoned her, she went into 
the water. 

The horrible fate threatened to make Hermann's receptive mind dizzy. Nineteen years 
old, he stood homeless and penniless in the world.But the tenacious peasant strength in him, 
the preciousheirloom of his ancestors, could not be broken down It was not their way to leave 
unfinished what they had begun. He made the unbending decision to continue his studies and 
to bring them to a conclusion with an examination. Through private lessons and all kinds of 
scientific writing 
he acquired the means to do so. He now plowed throughentire field of natural scienceswith all 
the thoroughness and tenacityinherited from his fatherBut chemistry seemed to himthe queen 
of the natural sciencesIf any science,alone could solve the riddle of life He wanted to dedicate 
his life to it. He often felt as if Providence, in which he deeply believed, had brought all the 
terrible misfortunes upon his family only so that he could freely and uninhibitedly serve the 
science to which he felt called in his innermost being. He was twenty-one years old when he - 
passed his doctoral examination in chemistry swmma cum laude with a dissertation in the field 
of protein chemistry and shortly thereafter his state examination in natural sciences. A 


chemical factory then made him a brilliant offer, but he turned it down. He wanted to remain 
true to his science. He applied for a vacant assistant position at the chemical institute of the 
university where he was studying and was offered it. monthly salary of one hundred marks and 
a free apartment- that was all he needed After four years he habilitated as a private lecturer. He 
read about his special subject, protein chemistry. He had set himself no lesser task in life than 
to fathom the secret of living protein and to attempt its synthesis. And now he had succeeded 
in taking the first step! But he had reached the age of thirty! He had sacrificed his entire youth 
to his science, because he had to work day and night. The daytime hours belonged to his 
service as an assistant, and the professor demanded a lot from him.Only the night hours and 
the vacations belonged to him and two afternoons of the week from four o'clock onheldhis 
lecture But even this assistant fron now came to an end! A full professorship was assured to 
him on his discovery! Soon he would have his own assistants! Now the real life should begin! 
previousworkhad only been preparatorywork! 

Carefully, he picked up the bowl again. 

What was that? Oh miracle!The crystals multiplied visibly!A whole star cluster had 
formed at one place. Innumerable small suns were clustered around a larger central sun, which 
seemed to give birth to them. And the whole bowl seemed pregnant with such worlds. 
Everywhere they shot out as if caused by creator will from the nothing. 

He could not get enough of the shining miracle. So spellbound was he that he did not 
even notice the laboratory servant entering, whose footsteps faded away under the loud noise 
with which the apparatus working under the fume hood filled the room. Only when the servant, 
standing close behind him, wished him good evening, did he turn to look at him. 

It took quite a while before his spiritreturnedfrom the starry worldto this earthly world 
Then he said, pointing the bowl to the servant: 

"Look here, Brunner! What is this?" 

"I think, doctor, we'll call it a day. Midnight is already over, and I have to turn off the 
gas," was the somewhat reproachful answer. 

"Gee, Brunner, you old grouch, this is where you're supposed to look! What's that?" 

The old experienced servant, who had been part of the laboratory's inventory for longer 
than a human age, awkwardly adjusted his glasses and gently picked up the bowl. 

"What do you see! - Talk like that!" 

"These are crystals," the servant said dryly. 

"Yes, they are crystals! But what crystals! Man, if you had any idea!" 

"Can I have the magnifying glass?" the servant asked. Blinking over his glasses, he 
looked at the young researcher in a superior way. "Here, Mr. Privy Councillor! Here's the 
magnifying glass!" The old man looked critically at the contents of the bowl from all sides. 

"Well, what do you see?" laughed Kampfer,amused at the old servant'sexpertdemeanor 

"It seems like - -" 

"What strikes you as that?" 

"I don't want to have said anything doctor, but those things, 
wanna nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nn nn nnn nnn nn nnn nen ncn nnnne sitting here in the 
syrup, look likebarytkry- 
stall they look. 

A shock ran through Kampfer's limbs. 

"Brunner, you're crazy!" he then said after a while. 

"Not quite, Doctor," replied the old servant in a calm tone. "But I don't want to be a 


chemist if these aren't barytcry- stalls." 

Kaémpfer turned pale. Old Brunner had bright eyes and knew a thing or two about the 
trade. 

"Give me that!" he ordered the servant. 

Penetratingly, he looked at the shell contents. At a certain stage of the experiment, 
however, he had treated the product with barythydrate, but later removed it again 
quantitatively. In the presence of the manifold organic substances, however, a residue could 
very well have remained in solution, which now, when the mass was constricted, crystallized 
out. That Brunner was right was not so impossible. 

Wordlessly, he took from the table drawer a small platinum spatula, carefully rinsed it 
with dilute acid and water, and dried it in the Bunsen flame Then he used it to remove from the 
dish a single tiny flake of the disputed crystals, transferred it to a tasting glass, dissolved it in 
water, added a drop of a certain acid, and took another reagent to hand. If he now dropped a 
single drop of this into the clear solution and a milky precipitate was formed, Brunner was 
right, and he stood anew on the precipice. 

With a restrained breath, he lifted the test tube, carefully held the mouth of the reagent 
bottle over it, and dropped a drop of its contents into it. In an instant, the milky precipitate 
appeared. 

"I'm telling you," Brunner said dryly, "baryte!" At this, he himself picked up the sample 
glass, shook it, whereby the precipitate increased even more, and repeated: "Baryte! 

Kampfer had sunk onto the stool and collapsed completely. Close to fainting, he propped 
his face in his hand. 

"Doctor, what's wrong with you?!" 

Concerned, the servant shook him. Then he regained consciousness and gazed fixedly 
before him. 

"You are overworked, doctor! It's no wonder! On your feet day and night through the 
whole semester and the whole vacations! In your place, I once went out of the poison box into 
the fresh air!" 

"Turn off the gas," Kémpfer replied tonelessly, "and go to bed." 

"Yes, doctor! But you too, if you please! And don't sit over those damned books again 
until the bright day! And when the Christmas vacations come next week, then times made an 
end with the poison mixing and out of the stinking place in the mountains! Times so 14 days 
with 'm backpack!" 

"That's all right, dear Brunner! And now good night!" 

"Good night, doctor! And no hard feelings about the baryte!" 


2 


Hermann Kampfer had a sleepless night. The deep dejectionhad followed the exultant 
feeling of finally having reached his goal had soon given way to a dark brooding The tenacious 
peasant blood that rolled in his veins might have faltered temporarily, but it could not stand 
still. Heart and pulses ceaselessly worked the sluggish mass, hammered the lumps, loosened 
the precipitates, and soon it flowed again in calm power through the pupilar pathways, 
enlivening and fertilizing the tired brain. 

Again and again, the young researcher climbed through the long chain of thoughts that 
formed the basis of his experiment. There were countless possibilities for modifying them, for 


creating new 


To insert intermediate links, to take out others. Just as the brilliant chess player, after he has 
made the first move, lets the others follow according to a guiding idea, and changes this idea 
again and again according to the moves of the opponent and adapts it to the respective situation 
and thus, in spite of all inhibitions and obstacles, surprises and losses, finally leads it to victory, 
Hermann also forged the guiding idea again and again and did not give up the will to win. 

But was he the brilliant chess player who alone could win the game, since the greatest 
genius, nature itself, was his opponent? How, if he was mistaken in his abilities after all, and 
was only a bungler who put strength and life into a thing that exceeded his skill? Had not the 
laboratory servant, who understood only the most elementary abc of all his science, today 
clearly shown him his bungling? Had he not made such a gross error of observation as a student 
in the first semester was not allowed to encounter? Yes, was he at all the clear-thinking 
objective observer that he was taken for by colleagues and students? Was he not rather a 
dreamer and a fantasist, who confused wishand realityand mistook gigantic will for just such 
ability? How often had he not believed that he already had victory in his hands! And was he not 
still standing today where he had stood ten years ago? 

Was the task he had set himself even solvable? Or was it such that even the greatest 
genius had to break down in it? 


"And what nature does not want to reveal, 
You don't force that out of her with levers and with screws." 


Yes Goethe was right! "Worship the inscrutable!" But of what had he presumed! He 
wanted to fathom the secret of all secrets! He wanted to solve the riddle of life! With a bold 
grasp he wanted to lift the veil that Providence had spread over it in inscrutable wisdom! With 
God 


He had been presumptuous to wrestle himself!How senseless, how insane, indeed how criminal 
his enterprise suddenly seemed to him! 

And over it he missed the life itself, the glorious life of which he had once expected so 
much and which he had never dared to live, for fear that he mightmisshis science over it! Only 
when he had made further progress with his work, when he had achieved a first tangible result, 
only then did he want to begin to live, to enjoy life! 

But was there any point at all in sacrificing one's life to this all-consuming science, even 
if the goal he had set for himself was attainable? What could this much praised science achieve 
at best? Even if it were to succeed in disassembling the last little stone and small insect and 
beetle into its last atomsputting them back together again, even if it were to succeed in 
researching all the laws of natural phenomenaandto a single, ultimate formula,Even if it would 
be possible forwalk throughall suns and stars and all milky ways and orionswe would not have 
escaped from the rigid fetters of matter, which surround us, and we would not have come a 
hair's breadth closer to that, which stands behind the things! Yes, even if we succeeded in the 
most unheard of thing, to represent the living cell in the retort, what would we then have 
achieved for our knowledge of life itself? Nothing, but what we already know, namely that the 
appearance, which we call life, appears, as soon as the atoms and molecules of certain elements 
enter into quite certain storage and relationship to each other. But why and why under these 
conditions life arises, and what the life is now actually and for which aim and purpose it jumps 
into the appearance, in order to chase its bearers through desire and agony and all heavens and 
hells, this question of all questions, it would still remain unanswered. Without the prerequisites 
God, freedom and immortality a solution could not be found here. But everything that pointed 
to a world beyond the appearances, had 
the milligram and millimeter researchers threw overboard because they could not decompose it 
into atoms and weigh and measure! Because what one could not see and hear and weigh and 
measure, that also did not exist! realm of the science, which was the only one, was nailed up 


with boards all around, and who cared about what lay beyond the boards, was considered as an 
acknowledgedfoo!! 

And was he not such a fool? So what was he to do in the realm of this so-called science, 
this science which calls itself presuppositionless without noticing that it builds itself on the one- 
sided presuppositions? For does it notquite arbitrarilyaside, even denyfacts of our inner 
worldareno less real and tangible than the facts of the outer world? Truly, this is a beautiful 
science, which closes its eyes to inconvenient facts and stops the search for knowledge where it 
must first begin! Yes, if he had been content in time with what this science was only able to 
accomplish with the practical-technical! But that brilliant offer, which had been made to him 
after his doctoral examination and which would have opened up to him a whole world of 
practical activity, a realm in which he could have become king, that he had rejected in hopeless 
blindness! Now ten precious years of his life had been wasted without result! Was it worthwhile 
at all to continue such a botched life or even to start it? 

With such thoughts Hermann Kémpfer racked his brain when the alarm clock suddenly 
startled him out of his brooding. It was 7 o'clock in the morning. The night was still heavy and 
black over the snow-covered university park, onto which the windows of his two-room 
apartment looked. At 8 a.m., his duty in the laboratory began. He dressed and was on time as 
usual. 

But only a few students showed up. Christmas vacations, which were close at hand, were 
already demanding their dueHe had time enough to get back to his work, but any interest in 
them had died out in him Even 
The possibility, which suddenly flashed through his mind, that the fateful crystals could not be 
barythydrate at all, but the baryum compound of the desired protein body, did not tempt him. 
He took the bowl again mechanically and examined it in the daylight. The crystalline 
exudations had increased even more. But indifferently he put it back under the bell of the 
exsiccator and locked it in his work cabinet. When the Christmas vacations arrived, following 
Brunner's advice, he laced up his backpack, shimmiedhis snowshoes, and headed for the 
mountains 


In the mountain town, the end point of the railroad from where he started his hike, 
Hermann Kaémpfer bought the necessary maps and provided himself with the necessary 
provisions. Then he spent the night in the inn "Zur goldenen Traube". At dawn of the following 
day he set out. 

Most of all he liked to wander cross-country, setting himself some goal, to which he then 
strove over all obstacles in as straight a line as possible. Or he strolled haphazardly in the 
terrain, pondering and dreaming, leaving himself to chance, only to find his way again 
according to map and compass, sun and stars. Already as a child he had made his "expeditions" 
alone or with the older of the younger brothers and brought home stones, plants, butterflies, 
beetles and all kinds of creeping and crawling creatures as booty. Now, too, he would have 
liked to follow this happy child's way again, but the high snow prevented him from doing so, 
and with the snowshoes it was impossible to get ahead through forest and wood and over rocky 
scree. So he stuck to the roads and forest paths, mainly using the latter. 

The last houses of the small town, which was slowly awakening from its sleep, were soon 
behind him. Also the village, which closed the entrance to the mountain valley, was soon 
passed. In the snowflake dance he wandered gently uphill. Along the way, there were still a few 
huts with tiny windows, the last foothills of the village. Thin blue smoke curled from their 
chimneys, into which the swirling snowflakes greedily plunged as they faded into a puff. From 
a half-opened door that led directly into the kitchen came the spicy scent of coffee. A young 


woman in red petticoat and wooden galoshes was handling the stove. Heavy braids fell over her 
shoulders and the white night jacket on her half-open chest. On one arm she held a child, a 
second played at her feet. When Hermann stopped, delighted, the young mother hurriedly 
closed the door. This lovely image accompanied him for a long time, awakening a melancholy 
longing in him. This was the life he was missing! 

He now walked sprightly uphill. Soon the mountain stream joined him. Under the thin, 
mostly broken ice cover, the water scurried along like an endless pack of black mice. A steel- 
blue kingfisher flying from bush to bush along the bankaccompanied him for quite a distance 
Perched on a tall alder, tail bobbing, was a slender magpie. When he stopped to watch it, it flew 
silently away. Deeply his soul sucked in this immediate life. 

The sugaredforest slopes of the mountainsmoved closer and closer to the valley road 
When the path made a bend, the hilltop that still had to be climbed today looked over the edge 
of the valley. The path became steeper and the snow deeper. Now it was time to strap on the 
snowshoes. 

With extensive movements, his body springing slightly forward at the knees, Hermann 
Kampfer glided forward. Past deep snow-covered sawmills with low icicle-coveredroofs and 
frozen paddle wheels, past waterfallshad frozen into crystal palaces With loud hoots and 
hollers, lumberjacks drove a mighty, horse-drawn raft down to the valley.The giant tree trunks, 
held together by iron clampsgroaned under their own weight, plowing deep furrows in the 
snow, so that in some places the reddish-brown earth came screeching to light A heavy iron 
chain dragged clanking behind. 

The snowy clouds sank lower and lower. Wedged between the ever narrower mountain 
walls, they rolled lazily in the upper part of the valley. The initially large feathery snowflakes 
became smaller and smaller. Finally, they turned into a fine granular grit, and before Hermann 
knew it, hesurroundedby impenetrablesnow fog It bit him sharply in the face and got into his 
hair and clothes. Hermann Kaémpfer lashed out more forcefully. Soon sweat beaded from his 
forehead despite the frost. 

Then the fog began to swirl and turn in circles. A sharp wind drove between them. It 
quickly grew into a storm. Whole loads of fine-grained snowfall were hurled into the hiker's 
face and against his struggling body. Up to his knees, soon up to his hips, he stood in the 
blowing snow and could no longer move forward or backward. If a second snowdrift piled up 
on top of the first, he was lost. With a clear mind, Hermann prepared himself for death. A 
strange, almost scientific interest filled him, what would come then Then he would finally have 
certainty, and all doubts and research, torment and suffering would have an end. He stood there 
quite comfortably, held on all sides by soft arms. A pleasant warmth flowed through him. He 
had never been so desireless in his whole life. A sweet languor came over him, and a desire to 
sleep changed him. 

Then a powerful gust of wind started again. As if pushed by invisible forces, the mass of 
snow that held Hermann captive moved from the spot. And he moved with it. But he remained 
behind the movement, and suddenly he stood there free up to foot and ankle. 

Astonished, almost unwillingly, he perceived it. But instinctively he began to stir his feet, 
trampled a few times back and forth with the snow timbers, cleared himself completely and 
continued the way to the heights, offering forehead and chest to the storm. 

Heavy as lead, he dragged himself along at first. But soon the strength and the old life was in 
him again. 

Hermann Kampfer laboriously worked his way up through the heavy weather to the crest 
of the mountain. For hours on end, he wrestled with the raging elements. But he remained 
victorious. The snow gradually stopped falling. The thick fog became lighter and lighter. Then 
suddenly, still veiled, the sun emerged from behind a mountain peak. But its arrows of light 
bored holes through the veils, spraying clumps of light leapt in behind and tore the cloud holes 


to shreds, and soon the Queen of Worlds shonedown in unrestrained splendor from the bluest 
noonday sky.Deep down, the sea of fog surged, on whose back this unearthlyworld seemed to 
float 

Hermann stoppedat a rocky outcrop overlooking the ridgeunstrapped his snowshoes and 
climbed the rock Like an eagle resting from its flight, he perched up there. Breathing deeply, he 
opened his skirt.Then Hermann Kémpfer's struggling soul detached itself from all earthly 
heavinessand soared exultantly through the sun-drenched space of the world. 

He rested for about an hour. After he had a snack and determined his position on the map 
and the day's goal, he examined the rock and gave himself an account of the geology of the 
area. He always had his geological tools with him. With the hammer he chipped off a piece of 
rock and examined it with the magnifying glass and acid. Then he climbed down from the rock 
again, strapped on his snowshoes and continued his way over the ridge covered with hardwoods 
and conifers. 

Silently the lonely wanderer glided through the silent winter splendor.Millions and 
millions of crystals sparkled in the sunlight from all the trees and bushes, a whole carpet of 
stars lay flickering and glittering at his feet Like a god above starry worlds, he floated above it. 
How miserable the tinsel seemed to him compared to this. 
stuff that hekept lockedunder the glass bell in his laboratory cup! 

Now he entered the high forest. The slender fir trees beckoned to him like enchanted 
princesses. Each one of them had wrapped itself in a shimmering mantle of stars. Under the 
heavy snow load, the branches lined with the most delicate lace and brocade hung down almost 
vertically, as if they wanted to hold together with their arms the mantle that protected their 
virginal bodies from the eyes of the wanderer. A mighty beech had stretched a snow-laden 
branch like a triumphal arch across the path. In long chains the white blossoms hung down 
close to the path. Carefully avoiding touching them, the hiker slipped between them. But he 
was touched by chance and a fine glittering rain of stars dusted down on him in the sunlight, 
getting stuck in his hair and eyelashes and fading to dew and breath on his skirt. 

He passed a woodcutter's hut covered in deep snow. Was it a woodcutter's hut? No! It 
was the gingerbread house from the fairy tale! When he looked back, he clearly saw the old 
witch's pointed face peering out of her white hood at him. 

A fox timidly crossed his path from afar. A fox? It was the wolf that the wicked witch 
had sent to lie in wait for Little Red Riding Hood.But Little Red Riding Hood was safe at home 
in the warm room of her mother's house and, together with her brothers and sistersforward to 
the arrival of the dear Holy Christ Child, for it was Christmas! 

Christmas! 


As if by magic, Hermann saw himself transported back to his childhood. Christmas tree 
rays and the sound of bells! Children's jubilation and parents' happiness! 

The mysterious time began with St. Nicholas Day. children of the afternoon rushed out of 
the 


They went home to school, ate their snack and did their schoolwork more hurriedly, but 
nevertheless more carefully than usual, because there was no way of knowing whether St. 
Nicholas would not look at them again, as he had done so unexpectedly last year.Then they sat 
in the darkened parlor around the purring green tiled stovebaked their apples until they puffed 
and hissed on the hot plateOld Lux, a black Doberman pinschersat by and squinted steadfastly 
into the fire To this the song was sung: 


"Tomorrow, kids, there's going to be something, 
Tomorrow we will be happy! 

What jubilation, what life 

Will be in our house! 

One more time we will wake up, 

Heifa, then it's Niklas Day!" 


During the song, the mother entered. Immediately the singing stopped. All five children 
jumped toward her and up to her. 

"Mother, Mother, when is St. Nicholas coming?" 

"Be a good boy! When the time comes, St. Nicholas willcome. Now show me your 
schoolwork." 

With these words, the mother lit the large kerosene lamp above the table. Then, as she did 
every evening, she lookedthrough theschoolworkthe children had shown her today with stormy 
eagerness Hermann hurriedly erased a large blot in his exercise book, while his mother went 
through the arithmetic problems with Hans and Jurgen. Grethel sat on her mother's lap and 
watched the scholarly work, while Fritz, who did not yet go to school either, sat on the floorand 
examinedthe entrails ofhis burst jumping jack, the contents of which, consisting of sawdust, he 
stuffed into Grethel's doll's mouth and into the knocked-out eyes After Hermann's copybook, 
which now had a large hole in it instead of the blob, had also been checked, the mother put out 
the lamp again and sat down with the children around the 


Stove, in front of which still sat the old Lux, squinting into the fire. 

The firelight of the stove filled the parlor with cosy flickering light. The cuckoo in the 
carved Black Forest clock called the sixth hour. 

"Now he's coming soon! Last year he came at half past six." 

"Be nice and quiet!" the mother soothed the impatient children, "and tell me your spells 
again, so you don't get stuck!" 

"Where is actually only the father?" cried Jiirgen in the middle of the repetition of the 
sayings. 

A serious look from the mother told him to be silent. After the recitation of the sayings 
was finished with some coaching from the mother, she said: 

"Dad took the train into town to run errands." 

Jiirgen made a most incredulous face, but he did not dare to contradict his mother. 

At that moment, the sound of sleigh bells was heard in the courtyard. The children rushed 
to the window, but nothing could be seen.At the same timea loud rumbling sound could be 
heard from the hallway Lux struck. Fearfully, the children fled to their mother by the stove. 
Tensely they listened for the hallway. 

Three heavy blows rang out against the door. Lux barked loudly. The door burst open, 
and in its frame stood St. Nicholas in the flesh, with a long white beard, wearing a short monk's 
habit and high, powerful boots. He had pulled his hood deep into his face. On his back he 
carried a potato sack filled with quarters and under his arm arodtied with a red bowthe rope 
wound around his body dangled some puppets with movablelimbsdrawn on cardboardand a doll 
with real hair and real flappingeyes 

Lux stopped barking, sniffed carefully at the saint and then suddenly jumped up wagging 
at him. Ritsch he had a blow with the rod away that he howling behind the 
Oven drove. Little Grethel cried out loudly and clung to her mother, crying. 

"Praise be to Jesus Christ!" greeted St. Nicholas in a deep bass voice. 

"Amen!" answered in chorus mother and children. 

"Can I find good children here?" 

"Yes, dear Saint Nicholas!" it sounded back in unison. 


"Only Jiirgen," added the mother, "has been quite cheeky again." 

"Step forward!" St. Nicholas ordered with a thunderous voice. Now Jiirgen, who until 
then had tried to look under the hood of the saint, became quite worried about the matter. Shyly 
he hid behind his mother. But she pushed him with both hands in front of the cowl man. 

"Pray!" Santa ruled him. 

Jiirgen sank to his knees, but not a word crossed his lips. 

"Well?" the mother encouraged him. "Can't you pray?" 

She gently grabbed him by the shoulders from behind and whisperedbeginning of the 
Lord's Praylittle sinner anxiously recited the prayer and thenglancedhopefullyat the potato sack 

"Now say your spell here!" his mother ordered him. 

Jiirgen stammered: 


"Tam a small man, 

Who can pray artfully. 

Always wants to be hardworking 
And follow the dear little mother. 
And also to the father - the father -" 


At this he faltered and looked inquiringly into the face of St. Niklas. He made a strange 
sound and turned around. Immediately, however, he remembered his saintly dignity and 
reached for the rod. Then Jigen hurriedly completed his verse: 


"And I also like to follow the father 
And Jesus our dear Lord." 


Satisfied, St. Nicholas reached into the large sack and donated a handful of nuts and 
apples and a romper to the good young man. Jiirgen hurriedly brought the booty to safety, 
because last year he had togive back thesourly won delightshe had laughed cheekily in St. 
Nicholas' face when he received them 

Now it was Grethelchen's turn. Held crying by her mother, she whimpered: 


"Tam small, 

My heart is pure, 

No one is allowed inside, 
Than you, my dear Jesus." 


St. Nicholas reached deep into the sack and threwtwo or three handfuls of apples and nuts 
atGrethelchenfeet Like a shooting dog, Jiirgen was there and grabbed the fruit that was 
crumbling on the ground. But with a flick of his tail, he had two strokes over the part of his 
body that was uppermost on his back, and one experience richer, he crawled behind the stove to 
Lux. Little Grethelchen, however, received from St. Nicholas the doll with real hair and real 
eyes that could sleep properly. 

Now Fritz and Hans and finally Hermann said their sayings and when they also received 
their apples, nuts and jumping jacks, St. Nicholassolemnlyhandedthe rod tothe mother with a 
meaningful look She received it with a reverent bow and put it behind the mirror. Then she 
sang the song of thanksgiving, to which the children breathed a sigh of relief: 


"We thank St. Nicholas 

For all the beautiful gifts, 

Which we in the dear parental home 
Have received from him. 

We always want to be good, 

Bring joy to parents, 

Then the holy Christ child brings 


Lots of nice things to us." 


No sooner had the last verse, which testified to a practical view of life, faded away than 
St. Nicholas emptied the sack into the parlor with a mighty swing, so that apples and nuts, 
whole and broken gingerbread men, and all kinds of sweetmeatspelted the floorboard With the 
words "St. Nicholas will soon bring you rich gifts!" he left the room and slammed the door 
behind him. 

While the children and Luxfighting over the treasuresmoving around on the ground, the 
sleigh bells sounded again in the courtyard But none of the boys, not even Jiirgen, showed any 
interest in this. They were fully occupied with picking out the apples and nuts that had 
collapsed under the sopha and the dresser. Only little Grethelchen ran to the window, stood on 
her tiptoes and peered out into the darkness. Now the mother lit the big hanging lamp again and 
the maid set the table and brought in the supper. 

A short time later, the father returned from the city. The children jubilantly told him that 
St. Nicholas had been there. Jiirgen looked on with a superior smile. But when his father, whose 
mouth was twitching strangely, looked him sharply in the face and asked whether St. Nicholas 
had also brought a rod, he became very meek and grabbed his pants. 

Now followed weeks of mysterious foreboding and joyful expectation, because from now 
on, the dear holy Christ Child walked around the house. 

With redoubled diligence, the schoolwork was now done. Even Jiirgen showed 
commendable zeal. Because otherwise nothing came of the skates he had wanted for Christmas. 
At the top of the wish list were these. Carefully he had written the price of 3.50 Marks next to 
it, which was indicated in a shop window of the city, because the mother was assigned by the 
Christ child to look through the wish lists. It was up to her to make the final decision as to 
whether a wish was "necessary" or "unnecessary," i.e., on the note 
He knew from experience that 3.50 marks was just about the limit of what the holy Christ 
Childwas willing togrant for wishes that were not absolutely "necessary"So his mother had 
once recommended him to wish for a new suit instead of a magic lantern. But he did not agree 
to it. He would get the new suit anyway. So why spoil his credit with the dear holy Christ 
Child! And besides, he didn't care at all about a new suit. On the contrary! It only increased the 
opportunity to get acquainted with the new rod more often, because if it got a hole in it, then his 
mother would not understand any joke. With the old suit, on the other hand, she didn't take it so 
seriously. 

Hermann had wished for a collection box with a glass lid for his butterflies, and in later 
yearsexperiment book and all kinds of chemical and physical equipment He made the galvanic 
elements and the spark inductor himself, but the material for them and the Geissler tubes had to 
be brought by the Christ Child. Since the mother was not expert for these wishes, the Christ 
Child had entrusted the father with the decision about it There was seldom a refusal, since the 
father himself had the keenest interest in these things. 

So each of the children wrote his wish list. These were put neatly, each for himself, in an 
envelope and labeled "To the dear holy Christ Child inheaven" The letters were placed in front 
of the window in the evening and then the Christ Child collected them overnight. In place of the 
letter, the next morning there was a piece of candy in front of the window. But if one of the 
letters was not picked up, one could be sure that it was still burdened with an unfulfillable wish. 
With the help of the mother, the note was then put in order. However, a letter delivered late as a 
result of one's own obtuseness usually remained without a sugar receipt. This had already 
happened twice to Jiirgen, so he was eager to make sure that the letter of wish met the 
supernaturalrequirementsfrom the start 
The letter was not enough.Once his letter had not evenbeen picked upthree nights in a row 
Despite his mother's advice, he had written down an "unnecessary" wish and at the same time 
was guilty of an attempt to bribe the dear holy Christ Child. To the wish, a pair of "real boots 


with real spurs on them," he had added his weekly pocket money often pfennigs, hoping that 
the Christ Childwould be persuaded to grant his wish after all However, the letter was not 
picked up until the wish was cancelled and the filthy lucre removed. 

Once he had also been plagued by curiosity as to what would happen if he did notplacethe 
letter infront of the windowwas the heavenlyrule, butthrewmailbox But how astonished he was 
when the letter lay on his coffee cup at breakfast the day after next! Now he was cured of his 
revolutionary spirit and was never again guilty of a violation of the supernatural order. 

The nearer the feast came, the more noticeable became the nearness of the dear holy 
Christ child. When he had gone through the closed door of the good room, golden hair had 
stuck to the handle. Even when the children woke up in the morning, they often found the traces 
of the golden hair on their beds.Then, however, there was sweet candyhiddensomewhere in the 
bedroom It also happened that a sweet gift was found in the satchel or in other unexpected 
places. Sometimes, when the children sat around the green tiled stove in the twilight hour and 
sang a Christmas carol, one could still hear a fine, soft singing echoing in the adjoining parlor, 
or the door would open quietly and candyand gold-plated nuts would be thrown among the 
children by an invisible hand 

The last two or three days before the feast, the scent of fir trees drifted through the house. 
One could clearly perceive that it originated in the good room. When Jiirgenlookedthrough the 
keyhole once,he could even see the Christmas tree 
already partially decorated and all kinds of packages and mysteriouslyconcealed objects lay 
around the room But when he wanted to show his discovery to Hermann under the seal of 
secrecy, all the glory had disappeared and one could only see into a dark hole. There was great 
fear that the disappearance might be permanent, and the children looked forward to Christmas 
Eve with beating hearts. 

The day of the report card, of course, brought more embarrassing lessons. Hermann had 
nothing to fear, because up to then he had always held the first place in his class. Jiirgen, on the 
other hand, had a lease on the 31st place among the 32 places in his class.But once, against all 
laws of nature, he had become the thirtieth, he saw his good rights violated to such an extent 
that hebeat upcomrade who had disputed his ancestral seat 

One day, however, Hermann broughthome second place in the class instead of 
firstChristmas report card Isidor Rosenbaum was the name of his rival.He was superior to him 
in percentage arithmetic Hermann never forgot his mother's eyes when he showed his report 
card. But it was enough to bring tears to Hermann's eyes. His father, on the other hand, made no 
secret of his displeasure. Joylessly Hermann spent the holidays. When the holidays were over, 
however, he sat down and achieved such mastery in the tedious calculation of percentages that 
by Easter he had already regained his first place in the class. 

Jiirgen, however, whom the whole story did not concern at all, saw himself offended by 
Isidor Rosenbaum in his family honor. Without telling anyone, he presented him with a 
challenge to a duel. Isidor Rosenbaum, however, refused the challenge.Now Jirgen ambushed 
him on the second holiday and tanned his fur in such a way that Isidorwas not yet fit for school 
againafter the end of the Christmas vacationsOld Rosenbaum reported the matter to the school 
director and the young highwaymanreceived a beating from his fatherHe did not let this sit on 
him, however, but promptly passed it on to Isidor Rosenbaum as soon as he showed his face 
again. The consequence was that the father received a registered letter threatening Jiirgen's 
expulsion from school. At themothers urgent request, he left it at that, and since Isidor 
Rosenbaum was never again guilty of violating Jirgen's family honor, the matter was settled 

Finally, Christmas Eve arrived. On this day, the children were often expelled from the 
living room, since the good room had only one entrance through the living room. cheeky 
Jiirgen, however, lay in wait somewhere and informed the brothers and sisters of his respective 
observations and discoveriesOnce, for example, he noticedhorns of the tobogganwishedpeeking 


out oflarge package that his fathercarrying intoparlor for the Christ childBut his disappointment 
was greatnot to be found among the gifts Only in the further course of the Christmas Eve did it 
find itself carried in by invisible hands unawares under the Christmas tree. 

After six o'clock the Sunday clothes were put on and at seven the cuckoo of the Black 
Forest clock finally called to the table. The presents were given only after supper. Together, 
initiated by the father, the table prayer was said: 


"O Father, childlike we ask 

For our daily bread to you. 

Give to your children whom you love, 

And bless what you graciously give. Amen!" 


The second and third words of the prayer were pronounced as "O fatherly". Beer carpwith 
jacket potatoes and sauerkrautserved every year For the three youngest, who did not yet know 
how to handle the fish bones, there was a large pot of sweet semolina porridge. But also the two 
oldest, Hermann and Jiirgen, received, as soon as 


they consumed their piece of carp, nor of the sweet porridge as much as they liked. 

The children and their mother had long since finished their meal, while the father was still 
cutting up the heads of the two carp, his favorite dish, with the greatest of fussiness. For an 
eternity he did not finish. Five impatientchildren's eyes followed every morsel that he brought 
to his mouth Smiling, he took it without being disturbed in his cruel patience. Even the mother 
took too long and with a pleading "Man, un mach ocke" ') she urged him to end the torture 
game. 

Finally, he was also ready. Smiling, he wiped his mouth and mustache and said grace: 


"Lord, we thank you for your gifts, 
Which we must have enjoyed. Amen." 


Now the table was cleared. All children helped, because before the dishes were not 
washed, was not given. Meanwhile, the father disappeared at a suitable moment into the good 
room to help the Christ Child light the tree. 

Gradually, mother and children gathered again in the living room, and the servants were 
also there again. The mother sat down on the sopha with Grethel on her lap, the other children 
around her. The servants stood a little further away. 

Now the mother sang the song "Ihr Kinderlein kommet", Hermann accompanied on the 
piano. Jiirgen gave unconscious expression to his own view of life by adding the following 
words to the last two verses 


"And see what on this most holy night 
The Father in heaven for joy makes you!" 


gave the version: 


"And see what on this most holy night 
The Father in heaven for joy makes himself!" 


Then the song followed: 


"What is that lovely child that you find in the manger? 
Oh such a sweet little child, That must surely be from heaven! 


And who kneels there to the side 
And blissfully looks at the child, That is Mary pious and pure, She must be quite 


| Silesian: "Man, now go ahead!" 


well in the heart! 


And who stands there to the side 
And silently pleads up to heaven, That must be the pious Joseph, He may rejoice in 
the child. 


And what lies there in the corner And looks after the child happily, A little ox and a 
little ox, They must be good little animals. 


And what makes the stable so bright, 
And what sings so sweetly and laughs, Those are the bright little angels, They look 
in at the door and window. 


And those who come there pious and good With long staff and round hat, That is 
the shepherds pious crowd, They offer their gifts. 
(Grethel sang here: They offer their "forks"). 


And those who come from far away and faithfully look at the star, These are the 
holy king three With incense, gold and spices. 


And above the little hut there is a star, 
It shines near and shines far, 

He also shines into our time, 

Will shine for eternity! 


After the song had faded away, everyone listened expectantly to the good room. From 
there, a promisingcracklingalready be heardand a bright glow came through the cracks in the 
door 

Now the mother sang the song "Silent Night, Holy Night" and then "O Christmas Tree!" 
No sooner had the last verse faded away than a fine silver bell sounded and the door opened. 
With loud cheers the children rushed in. 

There stood the magnificent tree in its glow of lights! It reached from the floor to the 
ceiling, covered over and over with colored wax lights, and under each hung a colored glass 
ball, which with its weight gave the little light its vertical position. Gilded and silver-plated 
apples and nuts hung between them, as well as juicy oranges in red and green nets, and all kinds 
of sugar and chocolate. At the very top of the whorl, barely accessible to the outstretched arm, 
hung the most delicious pieces, the insides filled with sweet liquids. If you broke one while 
picking, the sweet contents ran from large veins over your fingers. Fine gold and silver hair 
stretched from branch to branch. At the top of the tree, however, a fine silver star sparkled. 
Despite all the abundance, the tree, which was always a noble fir and never a spruce, did not 
seem overloaded. Nothing unattractive and unnatural hung on it. Everything was well-designed 
and well-distributed. It was the most magnificent of all the Christmas trees that existed in the 
whole world. 

On long, narrow, white-covered tables, along the room walls the gifts were set up. Jurgen 
had found outtables, whose linen tablecloth reached down to the floor, were made of ironing 
boards and noodle boards, and that under one of them was a large box of gingerbread, from 
which he had taken the gingerbread during Christmas week 
The man secretly replenished the supply of gingerbread cakes on his plate from time to time. 
Two large gingerbread men stood like sentinels in front of each offering place, their faces and 
hands painted with white sugar strokes and their bodies decorated with all kinds of white and 
red sugar squiggles. The gifts for the servants were set up at a special side table. 

While the children frolicked among their presents, finding new surprises over and over 
again, father and mother stood under the Christmas tree and watched the merry goings-on. The 
father had put his arm around the mother and Hermann saw how he pulled her to him and 


kissed her.Then the father led the mother to a special gift corner, whose structure was covered 
with a large white cloth, and likewisethe mother surprised the father 

In the meantime, Marie, the old faithful maid who had served in the house since 
Hermann's birth, had again set the table in white in the living room andlaidapples and nuts and 
baked goods consisting of all kinds of animals, stars and curls.The center of the table was 
dominated by a mighty Christmas striezel It was already cut and the big black eyes of raisins 
peeped out from the deliciously fragrant golden slices. Next to it stood the large punch bowl 
made of brightly painted frosted glass, filled to the brim with sweet drink, whole orange slices 
floating in it. A glass scoop was used to pour the contents into the glasses. The scoop was so 
clumsily built that some of it always flowed over one's fingers. Only the mother knew how to 
fill the glasses without spilling anything. 

She came in on her father's arm and gave her giftwhile the father was looking for a large 
raisin from the Striezel Indignantly, the mother slapped him on the fingers. 

The children were allowed to stay up until midnight today. Then they were put to bed 
with gentle force. But they still tookfavorite presentsinto the bedroomHeremother said evening 
prayers with them Then she gave them each a blessing and a kiss on the forehead. Still 
They could not fall asleep for long. Only Grethelchen fell asleep quite soon, the doll that St. 
Nicholas had brought her in one arm, and the even larger and more beautiful one that the dear 
holy Christ Child had given her in the other. 

During the whole Christmas week, the Christmas tree was lit every evening after supper. 
Around the middle of the week, the candles were renewed again, with Hermann being allowed 
to help his father. On New Year's Eve, the tree burned out. Tears regularly shimmered in the 
blue eyes of the mother and little Grethel kissed her more intimately than usual. The following 
day the tree was left for the children to plunder, after the father had collected the inedible 
ornaments and carefully saved them for the next year Then Hermann sawed a small fir tree out 
of the big one and now the children played "Christmas" for the rest of the Christmas vacations. 
The small tree was thereby decorated anew, and the dolls and jumping jacks were literallygiven 
presentsFinally, this second Christmas tree happiness also cameend The fir tree, however, stood 
in a corner of the yard for a long time, until it was dry and scrawny and completely dead. 
Finally it was cut up, the father carved cake whisks from the branch whorls, the rest was 
chopped up and used as firewood. A pile of ashes was the end of the whole Christmas tree 


glory. 


Guided by such sweet childhood memories, Hermann drove almost silently through the 
winter forest. Dusk had fallen. He paid no attention to it.The memory of his golden 
untroubledchildhood was the only thing that cruel life had left him Until now he had still had 
his science, but even this was now lost to him. When he moved to the university, he had had to 
promise his mother to spend every Christmas at home, as long as one of his parents was still 
alive. Joyfully he had vowed it. But only 


once could he keep the vow. The good mother, the tireless, faithful carer, lay already the first 
Christmas after the misfortune that affected the family, in the ground, lonely and abandoned, 
because the father had not been laid with her. He, too, lay lonely and abandoned in the 
unconsecrated ground, far from the cemetery.The brothers were scattered to the four winds and 
the youngest, the sweet little sister, the blond Grethelihn 
shuddered. 

In the meantime, it had become completely dark. But it was not until the path emerged 


from the forest into a clearing that Hermann awoke from his youthful dreams. It was a starry 
night. The mountains stood out against the horizon in sharp lines. Orion was rising in the 
eastern sky. Up to the shining belt he already stood above the mountain, looking unconcerned 
after the eternally beautiful Casiopeia, who combed her flickering star hair. 


"Are there sinners and mortals high above? 
There also the friend becomes the enemy, 
And the friend must part in death?" 


The unfathomable starry sky high above him and unfathomablesorrow deep in his chest, 
Hermann Kampfer drove through the winter nightsparkling snowsprayed cracklingly around the 
bow of the slender gliding 1, like the ocean tide parting at the breast of a swift ship, leaving a far 
shining path behind 

He stopped at a fork in the road. He fetched the map and oriented himself by the light of 
the electric pocket lantern. It was still eleven to twelve kilometers to the international winter 
sports site where he planned to spend the night. The road soon led back into the forest and 
downhill in many twists and turns, promising a fast ride. 

While he was still studying the map, a deer, followed by two mothers, had stepped out of 
the forest edge. Curious, they backed over to him, lured and blinded by the glare of the lantern. 
When Hermann moved, they took off in bright flight. 


With powerful thrusts, he now took off, the burning lantern in front of his chest, its strong 
light casting a sharp cone into the night. Soon he shot downhill as fast as an arrow,reducing the 
speedat the bends in the pathwith powerful counter-pushing A cloud of spraying snowdust 
drifted behind him. 

Immediately behind a sudden bend, a mighty fir tree uprooted by the storm lay across the 
path. With tremendous momentum, he threw himself to the side, but all the same he crashed 
into the branches with his back. 

He lay for a while as if stunned. Then he stirred his limbs. Nothing of importance had 
happened to him. Even the lantern was still burning. He had absorbed the entire impact with his 
back. But the front end of one of the ski poles, which had hit a branch in the fall, had broken 
off. 

He laboriously worked his way out of the tangle of branches. Only over the right cheek 
he had a slight cut, as if he had just come from the bore. With the help of the ferric chloride 
absorbent cotton from the pocket pharmacythe blood was soon stanched 

The restoration of the broken shi was more complicated. From his backpack he took out a 
repair bag, took out an iron yoke clamp, and with strong screws squeezed the broken wooden 
ends into it. Soon he was on his way again. Slowly, cautiously surveying the path in the cone of 
electric rays, he glided down to the valley at a moderate pace. 

Like a star, coming from the farthest reaches of the heavens, which, near the earth, loses 
its course prescribed by eternal laws, and now moves through the space of the world in a 
swaying curve, with inhibited movement, so Hermann Kaémpfer traveled on a windingpath 
through the starry nighttowardsnew incomprehensible destinies 

But man is a heavenly being. He comes down from eternity to earth and must return to 
eternity in order to become pure and mature, strengthened by suffering and hardened by agony, 
for his higher destiny, which he only suspects on earth and which God has set for him in 
inscrutable wisdom for inscrutable purposes. 

Hermann did not yet suspect that today was a parable of his earthly wall. 


magnificent ballroom of the Grand Hotel, the social center of the winter sports resort, was 
bustling with life Hundreds of people, in large society toilets, swarmed around each other. 
Tightly packed were the small tables at which had been dined. now coveredwith champagne 
buckets, wine bottles, fruit and pastry bowls and formed a kind of regular seat for their owners, 
who, pushing their way through the crowd, visited acquaintances in the hall or the adjoining 
dance hall in order to return again and again to their place at the table 

center of the hall, flooded with light and music, was dominated by a giant Christmas tree, 
which instead of wax candlescarried electric light bulbs Its branches and twigs were covered 
with white asbestos layers, and colorful paper garlands formed its only poetry- and tasteless 
ornament. Attached to its whorl was a bundle of small flags, composed of the flags of every 
country. The English and American colors predominated, the German ones were hardly to be 
found among them, despite the fact that the tree stood in the heart of Germany. 

An international society celebrated Christmas here in an international way. Paper snakes 
flew through theairwith cigar smokeand all sorts of conflicting perfumesChampagne stoppers 
popped, confetti was thrown, paperhats, pulled from popping candies, worn by men and women 
as headdresses, completed the impression that it was not Christmas but a festival of fools that 
was being celebrated here 


Drawn by the gush penetrating to the street, Hermann had stopped, the snow shoes under 
his arm. He had already taken them off, since it was impossible to get up the steep village street 
covered with black ice on the wooden ones. 

There was life in there! That could drive away the dull thoughts that were nursing his 
soul! With short decision he entered the anteroom, handed over the snow woods to a servant 
and had a room given to him. 

The head waiter examined him with critical eyes as he walked in his sports suit across the 
hallway toward the open banquet hall. Remembering his non-social attire, he avoided entering. 
He strode along the columned railing that separated the hallway from the banqueting hall, 
which was slightly lower and open on this side. Only a few guests, who had withdrawn 
somewhat from the hustle and bustle, were seated here. The front part of this room was 
illuminated by the light coming out of the hall, further back there was a pleasant twilight. Here 
Hermann took a seat at a small table. He had a comfortable view of the festivities and the dance 
hall. He ordered something to eat and a bottle of wine. 

Greedily, Hermann sucked in the flooding image. This was the great life for which he had 
so often longed, but to which he had not yet dared to devote himself out of love for his science. 
How it glistened and shone and gleamed and glowed! These elegant, precious toilets of the 
ladies, which stood out so colorfully against the black background of the festive men's clothing! 
These delicate, supple girlish figures, laughing and whirling, moving down there andturning 
withgrace in the arms of the dancers on the reflectingfloor with their delightful, daintily shod 
little feet! What a contrast to the petty bourgeois sociability of his university town! A powerful 
desire drew him to submerge himself there. And he could have had all that long ago! If he had 
accepted the offer of the chemical factory ten years ago, this shining world would have been his 
long ago! He was a fool to think about 
of his science had missed the life, the glorious life, and had sacrificed his precious youthful 
years! But it was not too late! He was only thirty years old and the real life was still ahead of 
him! 

Hastily, he finished a glass of wine and ordered a bottle of champagne. Then he moved 
the table and chair close to the railing to be even closer to the world he was about to conquer. 
Then he caught sight of the monstrosity of a Christmas tree, which until now had been hidden 


from him by a pillar. A strange feeling took possession of him. How very different was the 
Christmas tree and Christmas athome and the world from which he came! A deep sadness came 
over him and with gloomy eyes he stared into the turmoil. The waiter brought the champagne, 
uncorked it and poured a gobletfull He paid no attention to it. 

For a long time, leaning over the railing, he had looked into the ballroom. Close below 
him, surrounded by several gentlemen, a strikingly beautiful blonde passed by. She might have 
been about twenty-twoyears old A dress of light blue silk enfolded the splendid symmetry of 
her figure. Girded up in Empire style, it clung tightly to the noble forms, leaving the upper part 
of the marble-beautiful breast and the splendidly rounded shoulders free. Like a blossom, the 
beautiful head rose on a slender, dazzling white neck, crowned by an abundance of golden- 
blond hair. Around her neck she wore a precious diamond jewelryand just as flashing crystals 
in her fine, almost transparent ear As if by chance, she looked up at Hermann, whose serious, 
sad eyes met hers. For a small, barely perceptible moment she stopped, looking at him, then she 
went on joking with the gentlemen. After three steps, however, she turned around and threw a 
paper snake at Hermann, who had been following her dreamily with his eyes. The snake 
wrapped itself around his neck, and laughing, the beautiful girl pulled carefully on the thin 
strip, as if she wanted to pull the tied man down to her. The paper tore. Hermann, unable to 
move, remained silent and rigid. Then she went on with a mocking smile. 

One of their companions looked back at Hermann through his single lens with challenging 
glances. He paid no attention. His eyes followed the beautiful girl spellbound. 

Boiling hot, it shot down Hermann's spine. The whole room suddenly seemed to revolve 
around him. Holding his hand in front of his eyes, he had to sit down. Suddenly he went up 
again to look further at the apparition, which seemed heavenly to him. But without a trace she 
had disappeared in the crowd. 

A feverish restlessness now came over him. Hastily he emptied the champagne glass and 
immediately poured it full again. 

Hermann had never touched a girl in his life, and the feeling of love was foreign to him. 
He had given all the high and holy feelings of this kind to his mother, who was loved above all 
things, and to his only sister. After he had lost both of them, his science wasmother and sister 
and lover to him at the same time There were times when he felt a nameless longing to take 
something in his arms and kiss it. Then he had looked around for a companion among the 
daughters of the little university town, with whom he met at the usual societies. But no stronger 
feeling had stirred in his heart, and his unspoiled nature kept him from settling for a love that 
was not born of the depths of the soul, or even from making a so-called good match. The only 
female he met outside society was Réschen Brunner, the lovely late-born daughter of the old 
laboratory servant. She cleaned his rooms, brought in his breakfast, and put fresh flowers on his 
desk. For ten years he had known her. She was still a child when he moved into his official 
apartment. In the meantime, she had turned 18. When shewalked through the roomwith her 
golden brownbraids and a shy look from her brown eyes sometimes met him, he often felt as if 
he had to jump after her and press her young body against him But he had always suppressed 
the impulse again, because he had no 
He saw the possibility to call it his in honor. Then he had probably gone through agonizing 
hours and sleepless nights and had only with difficulty found reassurance in his science. But he 
had always remained his master and his iron will had always conquered the rebellious senses. 

How very different were the sensations that surged through his chest at that moment! It 
was not the desire for physical possession that the sight of this young blooming woman had 
awakened in him. The unique look, which struck him from the eye of the beautiful girl, had 
ignited in his heart and set the deepest depths of his soul on fire. He might have cried out. A 
veil of twilight seemed to settle between him and the throng of people, so that he saw it only 
small and tiny, as if from far away. His heart was beating up to his throat, and involuntarily he 


reached for it as if an arrow were sitting there and had shot him to death. Then again he could 
have jumped up, run after her, throw himself at her feet, to offer the last fiber of his being to 
her. He knew that if it remained to him denied to lay all his life and striving, his poetry and 
thinking, all his untiring struggle with himself and the world, to feet of this unearthly being, 
then the life had for him no more sense and purpose. 

Midnight had long since passed, the hall was already beginning to empty, but Hermann 
did not move from his seat and did not give up his hope that she might come by a second time 
In vain. Then he took heart and walked through the hall, heedless of his unfestive attire and 
unconcerned about the astonished and mocking looks of the elegant company Only after he had 
convinced himself that she, with whose soul his own had melted, was no longer there, did he 
settle his account and wandered out into the open to bathe his hot chest and glowing forehead in 
the starry night. 

Restlessly Hermann walked through the winter night. Then he climbed an observation 
tower and watched the clockwork of the stars for a long time. Orion and Sirius had already 
dipped below the horizon, and Procyon was already leaping across the Milky Way behind them 
as he made his way back to the hotel. Dreamlessly he slept then into the bright day. Only the 
loud beat of the gong, which called the guests to lunch, woke him up. 

At the lunch table, he searched in vain for the object of his longing Even the head waiter 
was unable to give him any information. For three days he searched the large hotels and sports 
fields of the town, but nowhere did he find a trace of his beloved. 

Who was she? A sudden shock ran through him at the thought that she could be of such 
high origin that any possibility of approaching her was impossible, the thought of her 
possession even madness. But she had approached him so graciously and had distinguished 
him, the unfestive, among hundreds of festive guests! Or was this only the play of a whim, long 
forgotten by herself, while he presumptuously dared to build his whole life on it? Who were the 
gentlemen of her company? He had not looked at them more closely, for he saw only her. 
Perhaps she was a prince's daughterfollowed the idea of cavorting unrecognized among 
ordinary mortals under the protection of her surroundings?Perhaps it amused her that he had the 
tactlessness to be the only non-festive toforce himself on the party? Who did she think he was? 
The tear that still burned on his cheek from yesterday's accident probably made him appear as a 
student who had nothing more urgent to do than to boastfully display the first trophy of the 
fencing floor. She had now made fun of that! And what was he but a student, an eternal 
unfinished one, always searching and never finishing himself? Now it seemed to him as if only 
mockery and scorn had spoken from her look, which seemed to promise him paradise. Of 
course it was like that and he was and remained the fool and the fantasist, who 
always confused desire and reality in life as well as in science! 

But he wanted to see her at least once more, to gain certainty, even if he trembled at the 
thought that she might no longer recognize him at all or evenrejecthim with politecoolness! 
And then, suddenly, hope carried him up over all the abysses of doubt and despair to those 
bright heights of certainty which are so close to the supernatural regions from which we come, 
and a foreboding of immeasurable future happiness filled him. 

In such a changing mood, Hermann now also went on snowshoes to the neighboring 
health resorts, as if he had to meet her somewhere unexpectedly. He proceeded with almost 
scientific method. He also had Réschen Brunner send him his formal suit, the only one he 
ownedtake part in the social gatherings that took place every evening in another hotel He also 
had money sent to him from the bank where he kept his savings. But New Year's Day was 
already over and the Christmas vacations were coming to an end, without his inquiries having 
had the slightest result. 

Then one day he had an experience that brought him closer to his goal in a strange way. 
On his restless trips, the iron clamp that held the broken ski togetherloosened without him 


noticing On a steep descent, which he particularly loved and which he recently undertook more 
often and more foolhardily than usual, it loosened completely. In a sudden fall he overturned 
and sprained his right ankle. With difficulty he dragged himself onto the road. An elderly 
gentleman, who came along in a distinguished sleigh, gave him a lift. The stranger, who had 
little affection for him, introduced himself to him, returning his name, as Kommerzienrat 
Burghamer. His face,framedby a large fur cap and the turned-upcollar of the fur coat, had 
something diabolical. Beneath thick black, slightly graying brows lurked a pair of jet-black, 
too- 

eyes narrowed. An unattractive, lazily bent nose let gray undergrowth grow out of its openings. 
The unkempt, heavily graying, black mustache fell in long villi over the bulging mouth, whose 
thick lower lip hung down Black-gray stubble covered cheeks and chin. 

Attentively, with almost cautious sidelong glances, the gentleman eyed his passenger as 
he asked him about the nature and circumstances of his accident. His open nature seemed to 
please him, he continued his questions, and it was not long before he was informed about 
Hermann's background, profession and circumstances of life. Hermann also made no secret of 
the fact that he intended to exchange science for practice. Only of the goal of his searching and 
longing, which had filled him since Christmas Eve, he said nothing. That was his very own 
secret. 

The Kommerzienrat offered to drive his guest to his hotel. Hermann gratefully accepted 
the offer. When he took his leave after about an hour's journey together, the stranger invited 
him with friendly words to visit him as soon as his foot would allow him. He was staying at the 
villa and would be here for another eight to ten days. He was always at home between 3 and 4 
o'clock in the afternoon. Hermann politely accepted without being pleased about the invitation. 


8. 


Thanks to the compresses of acetic clay and the kneading cure he prescribed himself, 
Hermann was restored to the point where he could walk with a cane after a few days. 
Nevertheless,he hesitated to visit the Kommerzienrat An inner voice, nourished by the deep 
dislike he felt for the stranger from the first moment, held him back. In the end, however, he did 
not want to be ungrateful and, above all, he wanted to keep his promise. So one day he went to 
see the Kommerzienrat. 

To his surprise, he discovered that the villa was already known to him. He had often 
walked along this street in search of the beautiful stranger and had stopped in front of it, which 
was distinguished from the other villas of the town by its size and style. thought had probably 
occurred to him that his secretlovermight live in this beautiful, stately house But no matter how 
often he passed it, no human being had ever appeared there. Now his heart was pounding. He 
imagined the longed-for woman suddenly coming out of the door to meet him. 

Hesitantly, he pressed the bell button next to the closed door of the front garden. It sprang 
open, and as he stepped up the stone steps of the villa, the front door opened as well. A servant 
received him, took off his hat and coat, and asked him toseata leather armchairthe comfortably 
warm hallway While the servant, to whom he had given his card, moved away, he settled into a 
deep armchair. Through an open double door he could see into an adjoining room. 

Suddenly he held on to both backrests of the armchair, startled. Just in front of him on the 
opposite wall of the open room hung a life-size painting. From the heavy gold frame a girl's 
figure seemed to want to step into the room. It was her! 

It was as if he saw an apparition. She was walking down a gently sloping, sun-soaked 
forest path, in light, fragrant, footless summer dress, her hat on her arm, a few gathered 
meflowers in her hand 

Then he jumped up and hurried toward her. Friendly she smiled at him, as if she was 


happy to see him again. 

servant returned with the message that the Kommerzienratasked to see him 

"Who is the lady?" he wanted to ask. But partly out of fear of betraying his love secret, 
partly out of an inexplicable fear that oppressed him, he could not bring himself to utter a word. 

With trembling knees he followed the servant up the stairs. On the turn he stopped and 
looked back at the picture. Only the dainty feet and the enchantingly beautifully ge- 
formed knuckles were still visible. The rest of the figure was hidden by the door frame. The 
servant smiled. Hermann noticed it and now walked resolutely up the rest of the stairs. 

The Kommerzienrat sat at his desk over letters and received him very kindly. Without 
getting up, he asked Hermann to take a seat in the club chair directly opposite the desk. 
Afterinquiring about Hermann's conditionwithout any particular participationhe abruptly said: 

"So you want to hang up the professor?" 

"I would love to go into practice, that is, if Ican finda position" 

"Understands itself. With professorship, nothing looks right after all. And why shouldn't 
you find a position? You've learned something, you're a doctor, a professor -" 

"Excuse me!" Hermann interrupted him, "I am only a private lecturer. I don't have the 
title "professor" yet either. 

"How does Privatdozent! What is called professor! You are something and you can do 
something, that's the main thing! That's what gets you into practice! I guarantee it!" 

Hermann was beginning to get carried away. This Kommerzienrat was suddenly juggling 
his hands in the air and mumbling like a Galician Jew. The thought that had oppressed him 
earlier, that he could or must be the father of the adored girl, now only amused him. With a 
certain comical joy he followed from now on the birth-rich words of his counterpart. 

"You're talking as if you already have a job for me!" he laughed. 

"Got it! I have! That is, depending on the circumstances! 

"What do you mean?" asked Hermann curiously. 

"Do you know anything about colors?" 

"I was very interested in the chemistry of dyes as a student. But in chemistry you very 
soon have to limit yourself to a special field. As I told you the other day, I am a protein 
chemist." 

"Something good too, protein chemist! Very good! Has a great future! I can tell you! 
When we make flour and sugar from wood shavings! You can become a millionaire if you 
invent that. But doknow anythingdye chemistry?" 

"As I just told you, I -" 

The Kommerzienrat did not let him finish the sentence. Lively, he jumped up from the 
desk and stepped close to Hermann. 

"Look here, doctor! I'm making slate as strong as iron! Look here!" He took a thin, light 
gray, rhombic slab from a side table. "There! Look!" With his hands covered with black hair, he 
made strenuous movements, as if he were trying with great effort to break the plate. 

"Break se times!" 

He handed the plate to Hermann, who now also tried in vain to break it. 

"Well? Can you?" grinned the Kommerzienrat triumphantly. You can't!" 

He took the plate from Hermann's hand again and threw it to the ground with force. It did 
not break. 

"Well? See?" he exulted. 

"That's amazing, though," Hermann said with honest admiration. At this, he bent down, 
picked up the plate again and threw it back on the floor with a somewhat lesser force than the 
Kommerzienrat had done, as if he feared it might break after all. But it remained whole again. 

"And that's nothing!" 

With these words, the Kommerzienrat went straight angrily at the plate and kicked it with 


the heel of his shoe with violent blows. "Do you see? Do you see? Now try if you can do it!" At 
the same time, with lively arm and hand movements, he asked Hermann to step up and now try 
the work of destruction in his turn. 

Hesitantly, Hermann raised his nailed mountaineering boot for a thrust. 

"Only Kurash! Only Kurash!" the Kommerzienrat urged him. 

Hermann kicked the plate strongly. It did not break again. He now wantonly gave her 
several strong kicks in quick succession. She still remained whole. 

"Nu-n? Nu-n? What do you say nu-n?" the Kommerzienrat asked the very astonished 
Hermann, almost with a sneer. Instead of an answer, he picked up the plate and, turning it in all 
directions, looked at its structure with scientific zeal. 

"What is the plate made of?" he asked, tapping it with his index finger. She gave a bright 
sound. 

"Yes, what is the plate made of!" grinned the councilor of commerce. "Is the main secret! 
Patent!" 

"It can't possibly be a secret," Hermann said levelly. "Even if the plate is patented. Its 
composition can be easily determined by chemical analysis Here, by the way, you can see with 
the naked eye that it contains asbestos." 

With these words, Hermann pulled out his pocket knife and exposed an asbestos fiber on 
one edge of the slab. 

The Kommerzienrat made a respectful face. 

"And I'll bet there's lime in there, too. Carbonatedlime, of course."With that, he took the 
geological acid bottleout of the pocket of his sports suit and dropped a drop on the slab 
Immediately, numerous gas bubbles developed on the moistened area, proof that he was right in 
his guess. 

"There! Look!" he said to the Kommerzienrat, "carbonic acid!" Looking closely at the 
plate, he then added: "The binding compound is probably cement, otherwise the plate would 
flare up much more under the acid!" 

The Kommerzienrat was almost taken aback when he heard these explanations. 

"Well, am I right?" asked Hermann with a smile. 

With a mixture of respect and distrust, the Kommerzienrat blinked at him for a while 
from his squeezed shut 
eyes. Then he suddenly said, jovially patting Hermann on the shoulder: 

"Se sin mein Mann!" 

"What are you saying?" 

"That's all I'm saying! I'm just saying you're my husband! But now tell me! Is that a 
record or not? Hey? What? 

"You mentioned artificial slate earlier. I assume that the slates are to be used for roofing. 
That is, however, a quite excellent and, on top of that, completely weatherproof and fireproof 
roofing!" 

"You guess everything, doctor! Of course, this is a roofing! But what you do not guess: 
It's my invention! Maine invention!" With that, he triumphantly stuck both thumbs into the axle 
holes of his vest and bobbed the tips of his feet up and down. 

"You are to be congratulated!" said Hermann honestly. "How do you fabricate the plates, 
then? Are they pressed, drawn, cut?" 

"Yes, how I fabricate them! But you also want to know everything!" 

"I do not want to penetrate further into their secret! But if I wanted to, all I had to do was 
look up the patent specification!" 

"Nix can you read the patent specification! Nothing at all! Yes, you can read the writing! 
But copy it? Others have already tried to copy it! The plates have fallen out of each other like 
mud!" the business councillor shouted at the inquisitive questioner. 


Hermann remained silent, shocked. As if he had an enemy before him, the 
Kommerzienrat bored his eyes into those of Hermann. Then he slowly twisted his face into a 
good-natured grin and said, patting him on the shoulder again: 

"Visit me once in Berlin! Maybe I'll show you then how se are made de plates!" 

"So, you live in Berlin?" asked Hermann with lively interestand a crimson flush covered 
his faceForebodingly, he connected the word "Berlin" with the secret lover. For it was obvious 
that the girl, whose picture hung in the room below, must also live where the Kommerzienrat 
lived, even if he could not and would not believe it possible that the Kommerzienrat was her 
father. 

Hermann's movement did not escape the attention of the Kommerzienrat. He looked at 
him again suspiciously, even hostilely. "Why are you surprised about that?" he asked lurkingly. 

Hermann hesitated for a moment. Then he lied: "I wanted to go to Berlin soon anyway, to 
look around for a position. That would be wonderful if I could visit you there on this occasion. I 
suppose you have your factory in Berlin, too?" 

Now the Kommerzienrat laughed. 

"My factory? Which factory do you mean?" 

"Now your factory where you fabricate this excellent slate!" 

The Kommerzienrat looked at Hermann almost pityingly. 

"You are so far a quite bright head, my dear good doctor! But they are not quite bright 
yet! What do you call a factory? I don't have a factory, and yet I have seventeen!" 

"I don't understand." 

"You'll just have to get brighter, Doctor! Why do I have my patent? Where am I going to' 
load the bungle of a factory down my throat with machines and people and houses and risk? I 
give licenses! Licenses for Germany, for Austria-Hungary, for France, for Italy, for Spain, for 
Portugal, for England, for America, for Australia, licenses for the whole world! Of course I 
have shares in the factories! Even a lot of shares! Almost all of the one in Berlin! That's why I 
don't have a factory, and yet I have seventeen of them! Haven't you ever heard of Evonit?" 

"Of what?" asked Hermann in amazement. 

"Nu da! From the Evonit!" With that, the Kommerzienrat pointed to the plate. 

"Oh, I see! Now I understand! "Aevonite" you called the material from which you make 
the plates, or much- 
have more done! Indeed an apt naming! From "aevum" to German: "eternity"! Eternity 
substance is called that! Truly a quite brilliant designation! Did you invent it too?" 

"Nu-n how haisst invented! Why does he have a lawyer? He took enough money from me 
for that! The rascal demanded five thousand marks for a few letters! And he didn't even make 
the word himself! He took it from the Italian!" 

"You mean to say from Latin!" interjected Hermann. 

"Well, from Latin or Italian. I don't really know anymore. It's been over ten years. But I 
only gave him four thousand five hundred. And he only got it for the first letter, for the "E", 
which he made from the "A", because otherwise the patent office wouldn't have patented the 
name. The name of my invention is "Evonit" not "Aevonit", with "such" an E and not with 
"such". He wrote the letters E and A with his finger on the plate. 

"I see!" Hermann smiled. "But now tell me," he continued immediately, "since it was not 
you but someone else who invented the name, are you in the end not the actual inventor of the 
substance that bears that name?" 

The Kommerzienrat glared hostilely at the questioner. 

"I mean," Hermann explained, "that you may have bought the invention yourself from 
someone else, so it'snot really your invention at all?" 

"What is not called my invention?" said the councilor of commerce stretched. "If I can 
pay the inventor with my money and buy the invention from him for cash, isn't that my 


invention? What could the inventor have done with the invention without main money? And 
doesn't he still have his percent of the invention? Ten percent of everything the licenses carry? 
And didn't he get from me, besides the percentages, a hundred percent? 

thousand marks, where I have him zevor paid out cash on the table? Kesch then? And that's not 
my invention?" 

Completely forgetting his commerce council dignity, Burghamer gave the purest Jewish 
performance. Hermann could not refrain from laughing out loud. 

"Nu-n? What are you laughing at?" 

"Forgive me, Mr. Kommerzienrat! You misunderstand me! I do not doubt in the least that 
you are the rightfulowner of the invention! But now I think I can take my leave, it's already 
getting dark." 

Ignoring Hermann's intention to break open, the Kommerzienrat turned on the electric 
light and pressed a bell button. 

------ But you see, doctor," he then continued, linguistically pulling himself together 
morally, for he had obviously become aware that in the heat of the moment, as often happened, 
his Galician ancestor had once again run away with him "Sit down, the Evonite still has one big 
flaw, it's too light. People want black or red roofs, especially in Germany. It's actually 
ridiculous, but what are you going to do! Germans are like that. That's why the Evonit has to be 
colored. But the color doesn't last, the rain washes it off again and again.I have already tried 
everything possible, but" 

He suddenly stopped, because he perceived that Hermann was not listening at all. 

When the room was suddenly illuminated, Hermann's gaze had fallen on the life-size bust 
portrait, painted in oil, of a woman who bore a striking resemblance to the girl of his desire. She 
was equally beautiful and blond, only more mature and fuller, and might have numbered about 
forty years. Undoubtedly she was the mother of the girl. 

"You're not listening at all, Doctor!" 

"Excuse me. I have heard everything.So the Evonit is to be dyed," said Hermann, 
nowturningback to the Kommerzienrat 

"That's right. But the paint doesn't hold." 

"You must not apply the dye, of course, but dye the fiber directly, preferably creating the 
color chemically directly on the fiber!" 

"You can do that?" asked the Kommerzienrat in amazement? 

"For a chemist, this is - well, in this case, where we are dealing with the dyeing of a 
mineral tissue - perhaps not a trivial matter, but in any case a thoroughly solvable task. Haven't 
you ever consulted a chemist?" 

"That's just the catch! Who can trust anyone these days! The rascals all look like people! 
Who can guarantee me that a guy like that, before the processis patentedwon't just chicken out 
and snatch the invention right out from under my nose?" 

Hermann could not help smiling pityingly. How this person was the slave of his greed 
and mistrust! 

"All men are not crooks, after all!" he said. "Incidentally, I am convinced that this plate 
heredyed so jet blackchemicalmeans that no rain will be able to wash away the color." 

"Se must be fun!" 

"Not at all!" I can prove that to you right away, provided that I can procure the necessary 
reagents for the experiment. I will see if they are available in the local pharmacy. If that is the 
case, I will come back tomorrow, if you wish, and stain the plate here before your eyes!" 

The Kommerzienrat had listened with wide, even greedy eyes. 

"If you get this done, you're a made man! I guarantee it!" he said incredulously. 
Immediately, however, he added, "You will come back, won't you, Doctor?" 

wanna nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nn nnn nnn nnn nn nnn nnn nnn "If I promise you that, 


that should actually be enough for you! However, if you mistrust me," 

"Who's talking about mistrust? Who?Who? - So it's a deal, you come back tomorrow at 
the same time and bring the chemical stuff with you? Is it a deal? Shake on it!" 

With these words he held out his hand to Hermann. With a feeling of uneasiness, he put 
his hand in it. He stood there as if on coals. He felt as if one of the two women would have to 
enter the room at any moment. He heard light footsteps in the hallway. door opened, but only a 
maid entereda silver tray with two steaming tea glasses and a plate of pastries in her hand She 
was a petite, slender young thing. The white bonnet on her luxuriant blond hair was lovely. 

Strange! All people in this house were blond, except for the master of the house! Also the 
servant was blond, as Hermanndeterminedafterwards withhimself 

The girl put the tea tray on the table and left the room as briskly as she had come. 
Hermann clearlyeyes of the master of the house followed her with pleasure 

Without asking for Hermann's consent, the Kommerzienrat pushed a tea glass toward 
him. At the same time, he threw two, three, four, five pieces of sugar into the glass, so that 
Hermann anxiously held his hand over it. Then he helped himself and sipped the hot drink with 
a loud noise, his unkempt moustache hanging down into the liquid. and then he dipped a piece 
ofcookie into the tea and, after taking a bite, dropped it in, only to fish it out again with his 
fingers and 

"You'll be a made man when you get that done with the plates," he said now and then, 
winking merrily at Hermann with his little pitch-black eyes. 

A restlessness that could no longer be contained fevered in Hermann's limbs.He 
gratefully declined the imports that the Kommerzienrat offered him after tea and urged him to 
leave in the vaguehope of meeting the ladies He did not dare to ask about them. The 
Kommerzienrat accompanied him down to the front door. But Hermann's hopes remained 
unfulfilled, neither of the two ladies showed themselves. 

"You will definitely come back tomorrow, won't you?" the Kommerzienrat asked again 
suspiciously. At the same time, he held the hand of the interviewee tightly. 

Hermann had trouble overcoming a feeling bordering on disgustthat trickled over him 
from the cold, damp hand of the Kommerzienrat He felt as if he were holding a frog in his 
hand. Slowly, so as not to appear rude, he released his fingers from the amphibious grasp. 

"I promised you, after all!" he said, and quickly moved away. 


9. 


About fifty paces from the villa, Hermann stopped and looked back. 

"How, if she went after him?" 

The house was silent and dark. Only the windows of the lower first floor,which might 
have contained the utility rooms, were illuminated The study of the Kommerzienrat was at the 
back, facing the garden, probably also the private rooms of the ladies. Sirius sparkled like a 
giant diamond immediately above the roof. Clouds of smoke curled from the chimneys. But 
nothing moved at the windows. 

Ashamed of his childish thought, Hermann quickly continued on his way. Nevertheless, 
he had to force himself not to look back again. 

Once at the hotel, he locked himself in his room, as he always did when he wanted to 
come clean about something. 

That the secret lover should be the daughter of this disgusting person was unbearable and 
at the same time incomprehensible to him. And yet a doubt was hardly possible. The two 
portraits of the ladiesconfirmed it The older one was the wife of the Kommerzienrat and the girl 
was the daughter of both. Both of them? 

A new hope rose in Hermann. It did not have to be his daughter! She could come from a 


previous marriage of the mother! Yes, the mother did not even have to be the wife of the 
Kommerzienrat! Who knows how the old man got these two pictures! He seemed to take 
particular pleasureblond womenin blond peoplegeneral Perhaps that was why he had only taken 
a liking to himself. Perhaps he had bought the two portraits of women in some art exhibition. 
What foolish fears he had talked himself into! Was the Kommerzienrat married at all? Hermann 
could not remember noticing a wedding ring on his hand. Perhaps he did not even know the two 
ladies personally, perhaps he did not even know who they were! 

This thought now troubled him greatly, and he reproached himself for not having found 
the courage to ask whom the portraits represented. He could hardly wait for the next day. That 
same evening, he went to the pharmacy and was happy to obtain the reagents he needed for the 
experiment. 

At the stroke of three the following day, he returned to the villa. The servant had orders to 
take him immediately to the room of the Kommerzienrat. Impatiently, curiously and 
suspiciously, he was already waiting for him. He only caught a glimpse of the picture of his 
secret lover as he passed. Friendly she smiled at him like the day before. 

Hermann suggested to the Kommerzienrat that the experiment should be carried out in 
the bathroom, since plenty of water, a rinsing device and the like were needed for this purpose 
and, in the event of any splashing of the chemical liquids, the least harm could be done there. 
Secretly, he hoped that in this way he would somehow come into contact with the ladies of the 
house, for the thought that they must surely belong to the house had again become powerful in 
him on the way here. 

The Kommerzienrat accepted his proposal without further ado, but none of the ladies got 
to see Hermann. 

Without further ado, he now went to work. He had two 
Washing bowls. He poured a greenish liquid into one and a yellowish liquid into the other. 
Then he added so much water to each bow! that the plate placed in it was just covered. After the 
plate had been treated with one liquid, he lifted it out, let it drip off, and then put it into the 
other liquid. In an instant, it turned a deep black. 

The Kommerzienrat was speechless. 

Hermann now took out the colored plate and rinsed it vigorously under the water pipe. It 
retained its deep black color in the process. 

Astonished beyond all measure, the councilman took the plate in his hand and wiped it 
with his finger. It did not stain at all. 

"Fabulous!" he exclaimed. 

Hermann now explained to him the secret of this intimate connection between color and 
mineral, as far as it was possible to make it comprehensible to the layman. Then he continued: 

"We now want to take the plate outdoors and leave it outside for a while to see if it 
changes in the air. If this is the case, the experiment would have to be repeated with other 
solutions. There would be a whole series of possibilities to reach the goal, but one would have 
to be strictly methodical and not spare effort and patience. 

The councilor of commerce shookhis headonce and again in amazement Again and again 
he looked at the plate, rinsed it with water, wiped his finger over it, always with the same 
satisfactory result. Finally he said: 

"Come up to my room!" 

Upstairs, the Kommerzienrat sat down at his desk and asked Hermann to take a seat 
opposite him. 

"Is that expensive material you're using there to dye?" he asked. 

"I don't think there is a cheaper one," replied 
Hermann. "One liquid was an iron solution, the other an extract of gall apples." 

"What do you want for the invention?" asked the Kommerzienrat hastily, fixing a lurking, 


almost spiteful glance on Hermann. 

"It's not an invention at all," he replied calmly. "The process has been known for a long 
time. The two substances are the material from which ink used to be made. Every student 
knows that these days." 

The counsellor's face twisted into a grin. 

"So anyone can copy it and you don't even have to patent it?" 

Of course, producing black color in the primitive way I just showed you is not 
patentable,"Hermannrepliedeven calm "But it is not as simple as you seem to imagine! It will 
take months, perhaps years, of trial and error to find the right method that can be used in 
practice. What I have just shown you was a superficial first laboratory experiment, which 
should only prove to you that the task can basically be solved by chemical means Presumably a 
whole series of patents will have to be taken on the process if anything useful is to come of it." 

This made sense to the councilor of commerce. 

"Do you want to do it?" he hurried out after a while. 

"Why not?" Hermann replied with restrained excitement. A whole series of future images 
suddenly appeared before his soul. He thought of his beloved and the possibility of winning her. 
He had to earn money, whoever she was, in order to be able to offer her an existence worthy of 
her, and here was the opportunity! 

"And what are your conditions?" 

"We haven't got that far yet. That will come naturally in the course of the work. For the 
time being, pay me a salary in the amount of my current income. 
and we'll come to an agreement about the share of the profits that I'll receive from the 
invention!" 

"How much do you currently earn?" gushed the Kommerzienrat 

"With my college funds, I stand to make about two thousand five hundred marks a year 
with free housing, light and heat." 

The Kommerzienrat burst into loud laughter. 

"And for that you play professor?" 

"So far, the income has been quite sufficient for my needs," Hermann replied. 

"Well, you can't get around Berlin with that, my dear. You'll have to move to Berlin, of 
course. I will ‘set up a laboratory for you in the factory there, so that you can do the tests on the 
spot. Let me tell you something: I'll pay you an annual salary of five thousand marks and ten 
percent of what the invention earns. Do you agree to that?" 

Hermann hesitated. The salary seemed princely to him, but the profit share low enough. 
But after all, if the thing succeeded, he could earn a lot with it even then. 

"Nu-n? - Will I even say fifteen percent (he always said percent instead of percent in 
memory of Galicia), but mainer Seel, if I say1 more, is mai Bankerott!" 

Hermann's gaze fell on the portrait of the woman and he quickly reached out his hand to 
the Kommerzienrat. 

"So done!" said the latter, slapping the proffered hand, reaching for paper and pen and 
drawing up the contract 

Hermann was like in a dream. When he saw the Kommerzienrat sitting there and 
scribbling on the paper, it was as if he had lived through the same situation before. Just like 
that, on that fateful Easter Sunday, the Jew sat at the table and drew up the contract that 
destroyed the happiness of his parents' home and killed his father, mother and sister. A 
suffocating feeling of fear, the premonition of something terrible suddenly came over him and 
he was on the verge, 
to fall into the pen of the Kommerzienrat and tear up the document. Then his eyes met the 
portrait of the woman again.He saw in his mind's eye how his beloved passed by him on 
Christmas Eve, looked at him, hardly noticeably stopped, continued walking, turned around and 


threw the paper shackle at him as if she wanted to chain him to herself, how the shackle tore 
and how shethen walked awayindescribablelook without turning back to him. A soul- 
consuming longing rose in him and a foreboding of immeasurable happiness mixed with fear, 
hope and trepidation. 

Now the Kommerzienrat stood up and handed him the pen to sign. It was the same 
movement, the same look with which the father was asked to sign his misfortune. And the 
words were also the same: "We'll make the notarized contract tomorrow!" 

Hermann stood as if paralyzed. The Kommerzienrat's gaze clung to him like that of a 
snake that bans its victim. 

"Nu-n?!" he said in amazement when Hermann hesitated. "If you don't want to, then 
don't! Then I'll look for someone else!" 

An abrupt jealousy struck its claws into Hermann's chest. Another one! With sudden, 
even wild determination, he took the document inhand, flew through it and put his name under 
it 

Breathing a sigh of relief, he stepped away from the desk and stopped in front of the 
portrait of the woman. As if it were a matter of course, he said: 

"I suppose this is your wife consort?" 

The Kommerzienrat, drying the signed document with the blotter, looked up and 
confirmed, "My wife." And more boasting than with understandable pride, he added "Very 
beautiful wife! What?" 

Hermann nodded. Then he continued to ask in as indifferent a tone as possible, without 
looking away from the picture: 

"And the young lady whose picture hangs in the room below is your Miss Daughter, 
then?" 

"Have they already discovered them?" laughed the Kommerzienrat, 

"It's my daughter," he went on, with a touch of prestige. "And she is as smart as her mother! 
Plays and sings and is firm in every sport and speaks four languages perfectly! 

The words of Kommerzienrat Hermann ran down his spine like blue lightning. The 
question hovered on his lips whether the daughter was engaged or married, but he did not dare 
to say it. Only with extreme difficulty did he control his excitement, and only to conceal it did 
he continue to ask: 

"And you don't have any other children?" 

The Kommerzienrat's mines darkened. 

"None," he replied. 

Now Hermann dared to ask whether he could pay his respects to the ladies of the house. 
Then he learned what he already feared, that they had already left. Right on the first holiday, 
after the Riviera. 

The servant entered and brought the mail. 

The Kommerzienrat went through the addresses. Suddenly, his face took on a surprised 
expression. With the words "from my daughter" he took out a letter, tore it open and took out a 
card. At one point he faltered, as if he could not decipher it. Finally, pointing to a particular 
word, he asked Hermann if he could read it. 

With a beating heart, Hermann picked up the letter card. It was a clear, steep, large 
handwriting. Only the one word was several times improved and illegible. Maybe the word 
would come out of the context, Hermann thought, and asked if he could read the contents. The 
Kommerzienrat answered in the affirmative, and Hermann read: 


"Bordighera, Villa Monfalcone, January 7. 


Dad! I have left a novel in my room, in paperback, in a yellow envelope, half cut open. 
Please send it to me immediately, I am just in the mood to read it. I can't quite remember 


the title and author, I think it's by(and 
here followed the illegible word). Please do not confuse it with the other novels that are 
still on my desk. I'm sorry to bother you with it, but I'm afraid the girl sends me the wrong 
book. I thank you in advance for your trouble. I have received the information, thank you for 
that as well. Mom sends her regards and I join her. 
Elisabeth." 


The illegible word could be Dostoyevsky. Hermann's suspicion was confirmed when the 
chambermaid brought all the books in question, about a dozen, on the order of the 
Kommerzienrat. 

"Elisabeth!" So that was her name! Like a precious gemstonethat had fallen into a deep 
well, this name now rested in Hermann's heart However, he wondered at the meager, almost 
businesslike manner in which the girl wrote to her father. This realization, however, only served 
to make him happy. The letter proved that she was not close to the Kommerzienrat, to whom 
she was outwardly as dissimilar as possible, even inwardly. When Hermann asked the 
Kommerzienrat if he was not worried about the ladies when they traveled alone, he received the 
answer that business prevented him from accompanying them. From the answer, however, it 
was clear that this was only an excuse. By the way, the Kommerzienrat added, the ladies were 
in good The government assessor Baron v. Werheim, a good acquaintance, was accompanying 
them. 

This explanation hit Hermann like a thunderclap. Who was this government assessor? 
Undoubtedly, the monocle man who seemed to be particularly courting her among her 
companions on Christmas Eve. A wild jealousy suddenly reared its head in Hermann. Unable to 
converse any furtherhe quicklytook The Kommerzienrat urged him to be there tomorrow in 
time for the notarial execution of the contract. 

On the terrace of Villa Monfalcone, Elisabeth Burghamer was comfortably stretched out 
in a deck chair. She was reading a book. But she did not seem to be particularly captivated by 
the reading.She often let the book sink into her lap and looked out toseapondering and 
dreaming Spring had arrived earlier than usual on the Riviera this year. It was only the 
beginning of February, and the gardener was already dragging the palm trees out of the 
greenhouse and into the open air.On the fresh green meadow carpets the magnolias were 
resplendenttheir giant blossoms and the trees of the park were covered with delicate yellow 
budding green The cheerful chirping of birds drifted over to the terrace. A fine haze lay over 
the landscape, and when from time to time a gentle breeze blew over from the deep blue sea, in 
whose smooth surface the mild spring sun bathed pleasantly, it brought with it an indescribably 
delicious fragrance, which the young girl greedily sucked in. Then male footsteps approached 
behind her from the villa. Immediately she picked up the book again and immersed herself in 
reading. 

"Good afternoon, my gracious lady!" now sounded behind her. 

Without returning the greeting or even looking up from the book, she casually stretched 
out one hand in the direction from which the voice came. 

Baron Dr. Edgar v. Werheim, a young man of about 28 years, hurriedly jumped over. He 
dropped the single glass and greeted her with a somewhat more than social kiss on the hand. 

"May I inquire how yesterday'sballthe gracious lady?" 

"Thanks. Had quite a good time." 

At the same time, she continued to look into the book as if reading. 

The baron put the single glass back in place. Then he said in an embarrassed manner: 

"I must be interrupting!" 

"Not at all!" was the answer. At this, Elisabeth closed the book and, looking at him, 
asked: 

"And you? Having a good time too?" 


"Frankly, no. I was plenty bored." 

"You have only yourself to blame, my dear! You have to come to a masked ball in 
disguise, otherwise the so-called fun is over! By the way, the cabaret we presented after the 
unmasking was quite respectable! In the chat noir in Berlin or even in the Parisian moulin 
rogue you can hardly have it more real and spicy! How could youbored there?" 

"I admit," smiled the Baron, "that was a pretty good thing. However -" 

"Oh, you mean that the Aktricen were all only ladies of the best society? That should 
actually be a heightened emotion for you gentlemen of creation, who enjoy the haut-gout in 
abundance, after all! Already because of the novelty!" 


didn't mean it that way at all!On the contrary, I wanted to say, if one applied the standard of 
strict correctness" 

"Don't pretend, Baroenchen! You're trumpeting morality like a professor of ethics! Today 
we are red, tomorrow we are dead! Actually, the mere thought is horrible. But just therefore! I 
can tell you, if I were a man, I wouldn't do it any differently than you all!" 

"You still don't understand me, Madam! Of course, I don't have the slightestobjection 
tosuch choses internally I mean, of course, a purely external standard. You see, I am a 
government official and I want to make a career. That is why I strive to be a thoroughly correct 
person, at least to make the impression of such. That is, so to speak, a need for me and also has 
its advantages. Both outwardly and upwardly. For example, at the moment when I would be 
lucky enough to call you my bride, I would be extremely embarrassed if you - -" 

"If I performed as a Tingel Tangle singer, as I did last night, you want to say." 

"Not at all, my gracious lady! I do not think in such philistine terms. Especially not when 
we are talking about ladies of the very bestsociety, where any haut-gout, as you so aptly called 
it earlier, is quite out of the question. —“ 

"Well, well!" the young lady interrupted him. "Do you always know that for sure?" 

"That's not what matters at all! The main thing is that outwardly the form is correctly 
maintained! I mean -" 

"Now I'm really curious to know what you're actually getting at!" the girl interrupted him 
again. 

"I mean, it might have been noted badly by correct-thinking people high and highest 
officials, for example, that youtreatedme all evening yesterdaypresentso to speakyet everyone 
knows - -" 

Now allow me, my dear, highly correct government assessor and Baron Dr. Edgar v. 
Werheim! First of all, it is not yet so far with us both, and secondly, you will surely not expect 
me to monopolize myself for you, be you my admirer or bridegroom or even my strict Mr. 
Consort, at a Venetian carnival!" 

"That, however, is not the case.But nevertheless, correctness demandedespecially since 
everyone here knows how much I am courting you, that you should have taken a little notice of 
me, especially since I was not masked Forgive me, Madam, if I present this to you in all due 
form, without wanting to reproach you!" 

"Well you are good!" the beautiful girl laughed at him. 

Besides, this goes completely against our agreement!" 

"Indeed! But -" 

"What do you mean by 'but'?" said the young lady quite angrily. "When you proposed to 
me at Christmas, I asked for a quarter of a year to think it over. During this time, each of us was 
to be allowed to do whatever we wanted! Is that true or not?" 

"Indeed! But -" 

"Nothing 'but'! Nothing 'but' at all! Are the three months around?" 

The baron wanted to object again. But she didn't let him get to it at all, but continued: 


"You promised not to penetrate me again before the expiration of this time! Only under 
this condition did I allow you to accompany us here at all. You admit that, don't you?" 

Now the Baron stepped close to her, grasped her hand, and said with a passion whose 
genuineness was difficult to ascertain: 

"Elisabeth! Don't torture me any longer! Put an end to it! Decide one way or the other!" 

Gently taking her hand from his, she said with smiling calm: 

"Now, first of all, pull up a chair there and sit down here nice and quiet, and then we'll 
continue to talk to each other openly and honestly." 

The baron complied with the request. The beautiful girl, whose cheeks had taken on a 
vivid color, rose from the deck chair, sat down across it as if on a bench, and began: 

"When you proposed to me at Christmas, you knew little more of myself than my father's 
bank account." 

The baron made an imploringly negative motion. 

"Please. You don't need to deny it or even apologize for it. I don't hold it against you at all 
and find it quite 'correct' and quite in order. What else could you and did you need to know 
about me if you wanted to marry me? We had already known each other for three weeks, had 
tobogganed and danced together a few times, and were otherwise very bored with each other. 
Wasn't that enough?" 

The Baron wanted to object, but she again did not let him get a word in edgewise. 

"Please! There's no point in denying it, and it won't do any harm! On the contrary! Quite 
good auspicesfor a modern marriage, as I need them and probably you too. Please, do not 
interrupt me! There is no point in us fooling each other! A government official who wants to 
make a career nowadays must first of all make a noble house, and for this marriage with me 
offers you the very best prospects. And as for me, well, the matter is similar. I have tocontinue 
playingthe roleassigned tome from the theater of the top ten thousand,willy-nilly, because one 
has to play something in life since one is no longer able to live You make an astonished face. 
You probably don't understand me at all and think I'm crazy. There is no harm in that. Just keep 
on listening to me. For my part, Ithoroughly fed up withall the nonsense of our so-called lifel 
can only tell you that I am choked with disgustjust hearing talk ofbars and tango, charity parties 
and premieres, Venetian nights and horse races, bobsleighsand automobiles! The question, 
repeated several times a day, what should I wear, can make me furious! And all the insipid 
chatter about Reinhard and Richard Strauss, Liebermann and the Secession, about Monism and 
Futurism, Wedekind and Strindberg, and in one breath the raving about Bach and Beethoven, 
Lissauer and Sternheim, Puppchen and Goethe, it can make one sick! I don't have a girlfriend, 
at least not the kind I need, an honest soul in tune with me. Where should honesty come from 
nowadays! Everybody doesn't want to be what he is, but wants to seem something at any price, 
what he isn't and can't be! That's the reason for all the nonsense and pompoustalk! The truth is 
that all the interests of our girls revolve around the question, how will I outdo my dear friend, 
how will I steal her flirt and how will I finally make a good match. They don't want to have 
children, the only thing that could finally give our lives content. And if, against their will, they 
do give birth to one or two, then 
these poor worms are delivered to the nurses and goand come as soon as possible into a 
pensionThe only most glorious happiness that is granted to a woman by nature, to bear children, 
to nourish and to educate them, that is considered shocking and is also so exceedingly annoying 
and inconvenient! In short, my dear Baron, I am pretty much on my own and feel as if I am 
swimming forlornly in a swirling ocean. Of course, I have already tried to come ashore and 
build my own life. I have tried to study in order to do and become something useful and to be of 
some use to people. But there is something in my blood that does not let me endure or come to 
logical decisions. This may be due to my upbringing, my spoilingor lack of talent, in short, I 
don't know The only thing that could save me would be the honest love of an honest man. But 


this I cannot buy for my much money. I can tell you that last year I was about to marry a 
healthy, handsome peasant who had honestly fallen head over heels in love with me. It would 
have been a joy to me to let him make me a wife and mother, to give birth to half a dozen 
strapping boys, and in between to build cabbages and milk cows. Such a life would still have 
had a meaning and a purpose and I would have been rid of all this stupid social insanity. But as 
I told you, there is nothing whole in me. A kind of half-heartedness or cowardice, or call it what 
you will, always keeps me from doing whatam actually driven todo Don't think that so-called 
good manners have kept me away! Good manners! Such a lie again! We don't know any good 
manners at all!Pathetic hypocrisy and mendacityis what we call good manners in our circles! 
Sham, lies, deceit is everything and even more so our morals! I bet - I don't even have to bet, 
because I know it - not yet half of the girls of our so-called good society, which has this so- 
called good custom in hereditary tenancy, still enter into marriage as virgins, and from 

Of the hundreds of married people, hardly one remains faithful to her husband. They smile! So 
you know! Is it disgusting or not? No! It is not the so-called good custom that forces us into the 
social spell! It is the lie! It is the tyrant that none of us dares to slap in the face! It is the one that 
holds us and does not let us go! We are slaves to it with skin and hair, with body and soul, until 
we are forced to resign behind the black backdrop, where nobody knows what it looks like 
behind it, despite Hackel and Ostwald! So, dear Baron, there is nothing left for us but to resign 
ourselves to these things and to make them as bearable as possible, and for this you need a lady 
representative for your house and I need a legitimate chaperone, viola tout! The only question 
is whether or not we can agree on the mutual conditions for entering into such a community of 
interest." 

But my dear lady," the baron interrupted her almost indignantly, "do you doubt the 
honesty and sincerity ofmy love? 

She smiled. 

"Don't rush into expenses, my dear Baron! As far as you are capable of a warmer 
sentiment at all, I like to believe that you are showing it to me. But to describe the feelings you 
find it advantageous to devote to me with the content-heavy word "love" would be as silly as it 
would be tasteless. What would have become of your irresistible "love" for me, I wonder, if the 
information you obtained about me had not confirmed to you the particulars of your marriage 
bureau, that my dowry consists of a seven-digit figure?" 

Without being embarrassed in any way, the Baron replied with a smile: 

"You are too clever a young lady to expect an answer from me to this. You have 
undoubtedly learned by now through your information office that my fortune is not inferior to 
yours, even if my correctness forbids me to emphasize that. And 
I doubt very much whether you or your parents would have allowed me to accompany you here 
if the information about me had not been satisfactory in every respect." 

"Maybe!" replied the young girl with a flippant shrug. 

"So if you find it so difficult to decide on my application, surely the cause cannot lie in 
my circumstances!" 

"You're quite right!" 

"There you go!Or do you find fault with me personally?" 

"You seem quite convinced of your own perfectionyou don't even think such a thing is 
possible!" 

"What do you mean, my gracious lady? What do you find wrong with me?" askedbaron, 
visibly astonishedinserted the jar 

"That I like you quite well, I already told you when you proposed to me. You are not 
more unsympathetic tothan all the irreproachable cavaliers who honestly or dishonestly confuse 
their love for my purse with their love for my person. Also, the information that I still had 
especially collected about your moral past, has turned out reasonably to my satisfaction. You 


seem surprised about this yourself? My God, the fact that you put up with the little actress for 
years and had another relationship besides, even two of them at times, one with, one without a 
child, doesn't bother me at all. This does not play the slightest role in the community of interests 
that we want to enter into together. You have not yet been in conflict with the penal code and 
you have not yet had to be vaccinated with Salvarsan, that is the main thing for me. Everything 
else of your past does not interest me. Or maybe something does, but you can't help that." 

"What do you mean?" asked the Baron, smiling. 

"May I be blunt?" 

"I urge you!" 

"Well, it's your name I don't like." 

"My name?" asked the baron with stretched astonishment. "Does it bother you that I am 
noble?" 

"Not so much. But you can clearly see in the name what a hefty sum your blessed father 
spent to shorten the first syllable of the name by one letter. I admit that Baron v. Werheim 
sounds better than Baron v. Wertheim.But one notices the circumcision too muchand that 
displeases." 

"Excuse me, my very honored madam,"the baronrepliedaffirmatively pressing his right 
hand flat on his flat chest, "I was born a Christian just like you!" 

"Yes, I do! But therefore it would not be necessary that your name makes one assume the 
opposite. You yourself look quite Christian, except for the suspicious black frizzy hair and the 
obligatory black mustache, especially when you still have that cursed shard stuck in your face. 
But as I said, I am not yet beyond a certain degout in the matter. It's possible that it will subside 
with time, but I'd have to be lying if I wanted to claim it was already the case today." 

"May I now, in all modesty, also take the liberty of making a remark about you, my 
gracious lady?" said with a smug mien and voice the baron, who was by no means offended. 

"But of course!" it sounded back challengingly. 

"Well I mean, he who sits in the glass house should not throw stones!" 

"May I ask you to express yourself more clearly perhapsBaron?" said the beautiful girl 
with cutting coldness At this, the light blue of her eye turned to ashen steel. 

The baron hesitated. 

"Now please!" it sneered razor-sharp in his face. 

The baron ran his index finger between his throat and 
He turned his collar back and forth once.In doing so, hegrimaced so stronglywith a 
wrinklednose that the single glass fell away from him He put the glass back in with well-played 
indifference and smiled mischievously at his beautiful counterpart. 

"Courage does not seem to be your strongest side, Baron v. Werheim!" said Elisabeth 
contemptuously with special emphasis on the first syllable of his name. 

That worked. 

"If you absolutely want to hear it, my gracious lady - but far be it from me to offend 
you!" 

"You can't offend me at all, Baron! And if you do not speak now on the spot, I will leave 
you!" 

At this, the beautiful speaker, flushed with anger, stood up and made an appearance to 
carry out her threat. 

"Well, it concerns your name, too, my gracious lady!" said the Baron with superior calm. 

"My name?" asked the young girl in utter amazement. "What do you find wrong with my 
name?" 

"To be left out? There is no question of that at all! But since you so kindly instructed me 
earlier about the etymology of my name, I am gladly prepared concerning yours to do you the 
same service, if you wish, that is." 


"Yes, I wish that!" the girl, quivering with excitement, ruled the baron. 

"Good," said the latter and, grimacing, inserted the single glass anew. 

"Now I am truly curious!" laughed out spasmodically Elisabeth. "Burghamer! Isn't that a 
very beautiful name? Doesn't it sound downright old Germanic? And doesn't it sound much 
more aristocratic than yours, even though it still lacks the "von" for the time being?" 

The baron smiled. 

"What are you laughing at?" 

"I truly do not know, my gracious lady, are you serious or are you joking? Surely you 
don't believe that your ancestors - on your father's side, I mean, of course - are descended from 
an ancient Germanic knightly dynasty?" 

"Why shouldn't they? - However, I haven't thought about it any further," she added, 
blushing vividly, somewhat meekly. 

"You are delightful, my gracious lady!" Charmed, he kissed her hand. 

"Now please! What do you have to tell me about my name?" 

"Let's not do that. I don't want to destroy your illusions," the baron said warmly. 

"Now I just want to know!" criedthe unsuspecting girlstamping her foot 

"Well then! - Did you remember your grandfather? I mean your paternal grandfather, of 
course!" 

"No. He died the same year I was born." 

"Aha! - Because his name was not Burghamer!" 

"No? Well, what was his name?" asked Elisabeth, amazed beyond measure. 

"Nu God, his name was similar. For when he had earned so much from his rag and old- 
clothes business, which he inherited from his father, that he could start a business befitting his 
station, he performed a similar operation with his name as my blessed father did with his." 

"What?! Did he also let himself be ennobled? Then why don't we have the title of 
nobility?" 

The Baron could not help but laugh out loud. 

"Mammon was not enough for nobility at that time!" he said, only with difficulty forcing 
himself back to seriousness. "But a small name operation doesn't cost the earth. 

"So he only dropped one letter?" asked Elisabeth, now disappointed. "But that's not 
conceivable! What letter should that be, I wonder?" 

The baron burst into new laughter. 

"I think they're just making fun of me!" now said Elizabeth in flaming anger. 

"Not at all, my gracious lady! - One need not exactly drop a letter to give one's name a - 
well, let's say a more pleasing sound! One can also make a small syllable change!" 

"Syllabification? So his name was Hamerburg?" 

"You are of a positively delicious naivete, my gracious lady!" 

"I believe to be anything but naive, my dear Baron! And now I urge you to stop teasing 
me, otherwise we are divorced people!" 

"So in a nutshell! Your blessed grandfather's name was Isidor Hamburger." 

Horrified, the blonde girl backed up. Her eyes moistened. 

"You are despicable!" she then said. 

"I did it only on your orders!" replied the baron, embarrassed. But when he saw that she 
was seriously struggling with her tears, he approached her, not without movement, and grasped 
her hand. 

"What else is there to it, Elisabeth! Society has no idea about the history of your name 
and mine! And that is all that matters! And by the way, it is good that you now know. That will 
make you more conciliatory towards my name. We both have nothing more to reproach each 
other with! Isn't that so, Elisabeth?" 

"Oh, allow me!" she exclaimed, indignantly pushing him away. "That is something quite 


different! I don't want anything from you, but you want something from me! Since you 
proposed to me, and not I to you, I must assume that you like all my circumstances, including 
my name! If not, then please withdraw your proposal, and I am not angry with you about it, 
God knows! But if I am to become your wife, then I will choose the name that I am to use one 
day. 
may still be interested! I'll take mine off then!" 

The baron made a silent bow. 

"Or is it somehow obvious to me that my father was baptized? How?" the girl flashed 
flashing eyes at him. "And my mother comes from a purely Christian family." 

Instead of answering, the baron kissed her hand fervently. 

At that moment, a servant appeared with the message that the Kommerzienratin had 
asked for tea. 

With a bow, the Baron offered Elizabeth his arm, which she took without hesitation, and 
they both walked toward the entrance of the villa. 


11. 


The Kommerzienratin was waiting for the two young people at the tea table. She was 
indeed the beautiful blonde woman who was the picture in the Kommerzienrat's room. If one 
saw her like this next to her daughter, one could probably mistake her for the older sister, so 
youthful did she still look and so surprising was the resemblance. Her beauty only seemed 
richer and more mature than her daughter's because of her womanhood, and internalized by a 
trait of quiet sorrow. It was obvious, all the wealth that surrounded her did not make her happy. 
A careful observer could also see the following difference between mother and daughter. While 
the mother's beautiful mouthwas formedin the most perfect symmetry, the daughter's lower lip 
appeared slightly thickened and somewhat drooping She seemed to be aware of this small 
blemish, which was hardly perceptible to the average eye, because she was visibly anxious to 
pull in her lower lip a little and press it against her upper lip when she kept her mouth closed. 
This seemed to be the only physical heritage she had inherited from her father. 


"Well, you've been bickering again!" said the Kommerzienratin, noticing her daughter's 
monosyllables. 

"Not at all, mamma! The Baron only complained that I couldn't take care of him very 
much last night, and I made it clear to him that he doesn't yet have the slightest right to be 
favored by me in any way. Isn't that right, Baroenchen?" 

At this, Elisabeth bobbed her index finger over the Baron's nose and, even before serving 
her mother, poured him tea. 

"Indeed, madam! Miss Elisabeth treated me miserably last night. You must admit that! 
She even seems to recognize this herself now, as she is visibly trying to make amends." 

"I can't even think of it!" said Elisabeth laughing, took the cup she had just filled from the 
Baron, handed it to her mother and put the empty cup in front of the Baron. Then she poured 
herself a cup and looked triumphantly at Werheim. But before he understood the changed 
situation, she took the empty cup away from him again and gave him her own cup, which she 
had just filled. Smiling, the baron kissed her hand. 

"Well, are you satisfied now?" said the shopkeeper with a smile. 

Instead of answering her, the Baron kissed her hand as well. 

"Now that this incident has been settled in all correctness," at this word Elisabeth paused 
for a moment, inclining her head, and looked at the Baron from below with ironic devotion, "to 
everyone's satisfaction, we can probablyproceed tothe order of the day The Minister of Culture, 
Baron Dr. Edgar v. Werheim, has the floor." 


"I am so touched by your extraordinary kindness, my gracious lady, that I am indeed at a 
loss for words to say anything," replied the future Minister of Culture, smiling. "Besides, I have 
already said everything I have to say to you in the garden!" he addeda meaningful look 

"No Nachtusch, Baron! For God's sake, no Nachtusch! That is incommensurate and 
highly incorrect!" lively Elisabeth interjected. "The matter is settled! Here, light your peace 
pipe!" She handed him a silver tin of cigarettes from the nearby smoking table and lit one for 
herself. She still held the burning match in her hand, so that the Baron hurried to comply with 
her request. When he tried to take the match from Elisabeth, she refused and held the flame to 
the cigarette herself. 

The baron acknowledged this new attention with a silent bow and obvious pleasure, while 
the commerce counselor followed the play of the two young people with a satisfied smile. In 
order to leave them completely undisturbed, she soon recommended herself under a suitable 
pretext. 

How she envied her daughter! How free and independent she was in the choice of her 
husband!On the other hand, she had been under such bitter duress when, 23 years ago, as an 
inexperiencedseventeen-year-old girl, she followed her unloved husband into marriage! 

Her father was a teacher in a small town in Schleswig-Holstein. She was the youngest of 
seven living children. Without any assets, her good father had provided for the education and 
advancement of the children as far as he could. Like her four older sisters, she was to take up a 
profession in order to stand on her own feet and to be able to save herself a dowry, however 
modest, in the event of her marriage. She had attended commercial school since the age 
offifteen, and at the age of seventeen she took up her first position in the office of the grain 
agency Burg-Hamer und Compagnie in Hamburg The son of the head of the company, her 
current husband, had his eye on her at that time. Without her feeling the slightest inclination for 
him, she let him court her. This gave her a childlike happiness she had never known before. 
After all the hardship and confinement of her childhood, she drank in thirsty draughts the big 
city life she had experienced through 
got to know him. One day after a visit to the opera, to which he had invited her, as he had so 
often before, shefollowedhimto dinner in one of the glittering restaurants at the Alster 
basindespite her initialstubborn resistancewhereas he had usually taken her back to her modest 
pension immediately after the theater, without being intrusive How it came about she did not 
know, but that night she had not come home for the first time and had woken up the next 
morning in an apartment that was a complete stranger to her. Who can describe her horror when 
she came to her senses and realized what her seducer had done to her! In her fright she dressed 
and ran away. She returned to her parents on the next train, threw herself at their feet in tears 
and confessed what she hardly knew herself. Her father wanted to chase her out of the house, 
but her mother did not suffer. When her and her parents' fears were confirmed, the father took a 
vacation and went to Hamburg. He was received with pitying smiles by Burgham's father and 
son. Marriage was out of the question due to the girl's lack of assets, but they were willing to 
pay a "compensation sum. Twenty years older, the father had returned from Hamburg. Her 
brother Kurt, the lieutenant, was just visiting. Without saying a word, he took a riding whip and 
revolver andfrom Hamburgwith the writtenpromise of marriage Soon thereafter was the 
wedding.Elisabeth was the child that the young, not yet eighteen-year-oldwoman gave birth to a 
few months later in Switzerland In the meantime, her husband had moved to Berlin, where he 
opened a brokerage and mediation business, earning millions over the years. 

It appeared to the young mother as luck in all the misfortune that her child also did not 
show the very slightest resemblance to its father, but was completely her image. Only when she 
grew older did the small resemblance of the lower lip emerge. It was another joy for her that the 
girl, who was maturing into a virgin, shared her aversion to her father without having the 
slightest inkling of 


the circumstances to which it owed its existence. She anxiously guarded the secret and was 
anxious that it should remain closed to Elisabeth forever. Mother and daughter kept as far away 
from her father as possible. They had tacitly agreed never to speak of the most distant. In their 
intercourse with himhowever, especially in front of others, they kept the form. Since they were 
usually traveling and almost always met with the father only in the presence of strangers, this 
was not too difficult for them, and the few closer friends suspected quite different reasons for 
this cool relationship and were considerate enough never to touch it. 

However, neither mother nor daughter were clear about the real reason for their deep 
dislike of their husband and father.Educated in the conventional biblical views of the school, 
which pass by the problems of the Old Testament unaware and uncritical and are blind to the 
unbridgeable, racially conditioned spiritual gulf that yawns between the Old and New 
Testaments, arbitrary dogmas were to them synonymous with religion, and religion again 
synonymous with some literal creed Thus, the good and honest father of the seduced girl and 
her unsuspecting, dashing brother did not have the slightest hesitation to chain the unhappy 
creature to the abuser of her body and soul for life by marriage, since he was a Christian 
according to the outward confession like herself. Against this brutal actinner feelings of the 
girl's mother as well as all mental and physical organs of the girl herselfresisted in vain.But that 
the seducer had only been baptized and had his name changed in order toable to practicehis 
craft of exploitation ofChristian co-religionists all themore inconspicuouslythe thought was far 
away from them all, and if someone had spoken it, they would have passed over it harmlessly 
unbelievingOr if someone had told them that all the water and all the fire of heaven and earth 
were not able towash awayfacts ofblood and soul and of a past of many thousands of years, 
they would have looked on uncomprehendingly 
I smiled at him, pitied him for his unchristian faith, and prayed for his salvation. 

Thus neither mother nor daughter suspected that it was in truth their Germanic blood 
which resisted being sullied by foreign impure blood sprung from the darkest chaos of nations. 
The mother explained her dislike, even her hatred of her husband by the crime he had 
committed against her, the daughter her dislike of her father by the love she had for her mother, 
and her misgivings about marrying the baron by the social prejudices people had against the 
Jews, even the baptized ones, and against which it was embarrassing or inconvenient to go 
against. Mother and daughter had neither the urge nor the occasion to think more deeply about 
these things, for their originally healthy instincts hadbecome so dull, even inverted,through 
uncritical upbringing, through effeminacy and living wellthrough the most insipid and at the 
same time enervating pleasures, that they felt the unnatural to be natural A last remnant of 
healthy and original feeling, which sometimes still reared up powerfully in Elisabeth, was held 
down by the social compulsion to which she was subject and which she lacked the strength and 
resolution to break. So she staggered along between pleasure and disgust of pleasure and 
simultaneous greed for pleasure. Depending on the weather and mood and the most fortuitous 
circumstances, she gave expression to these feelings and thus tyrannized herself, her 
surroundings and all the world 

When she met Hermann Kampfer that Christmas Evethe unspoiled remnant of her blood 
stirred for a moment The serious blond young man with the fresh cut across his cheek, in the 
weather-beaten sports suit, whom all the insipid society stuff didn't seem to concern, had done it 
to her for a moment. But since the stupid young person did not respond to her game, she had 
carelessly moved on. Since then she had hardly thought of him. Now and then, when she was 
walking idly, she saw in her mind's eye his serious, sad and yet fiery eyes, as if before- 
when she was dreaming on the deck chair into the sea. But she paid no further attention to the 
dream image. What should a young green student do to her? The baron was a completely 
different man. His self-confidence, whose well-played pose she did not see through, impressed 
her, and his "correctness", only the mask for his inner helplessness, pleased her, although she 


made fun of it. 

She did not doubt the Baron's love. His jealousy was boundless! And genuine! She 
understood it. After all, her whole life since joining society had been nothing but flirting, 
raising hopes, making people jealous, and handing out baskets. She also enjoyed making the 
Baron squirm and fidgetthough she had long since decided to accept his proposal Did she love 
him, then? Maybe! She was not sure about that. A dark hunch seemed to tell her that true love 
must be quite different. But she had not met it until now, and she was already entering her 
twenty-third year! What a terrible age! It was high time that she got married and did not give 
her friends, who had long since been engaged or married, any more opportunity to tease her. 
Moreover, the match was such that as soon as a similar opportunity did not present itself again. 
How often had she experienced that real barons from an old noble family courted her in all 
seriousness, but withdrew again as soon as they met her father. That had already made her 
angry. But she was smart enough not to dwell on unchangeable things. It was only for this 
reason that she was annoyed by the fact that the Baron von Werheim clearly showed both his 
own and his nobility's origin. But she did not think of turning him down because of that. He 
would undoubtedly make his way. He was ambitious, and she wanted to make sure that his 
striving for the heights would not diminish, if only she was his wife! He should at least make it 
to minister! When she often laughingly called him "Minister of Culture," it was more than just a 
joke. To the haughty countesses and baronesses whom she and her mother 
socially did not take for full, she wanted to show it yet! She could hardly wait for the day. 

However, she had asked for a three-month cooling-off period But that was only a form 
that her feminine instinct gave her not to throw herself at the irresistible suitor whom she had 
known for barely three weeks. However, since she observed that the Baronseemed to takea 
more than fleetinginterest in the little Comtesse v. Witzleben, whom he had met in the last few 
days and whom she herself found delightful against her will, she regretted that she had set 
herself the long deadline. Her pride and instinct forbade her to shorten it voluntarily.The 
countess was penniless, as her unfashionablecostumes and her whole attitude to liferevealed 
But she was of the oldest nobility and her father was a member of the manor house and of 
influence at court.All these circumstances must have induced the Baron to include a marriage 
with the "noble Goéhre"his considerationsdespite her lack of wealth And it was quite obvious 
that the very rich baron had good luck with the countess and her old master. Now it was 
necessary to be clever and to act and, above all, not to let anything be noticed.only way to keep 
the Baron in line under such circumstances was to increase his jealousy to the extreme, and to 
her great satisfaction shenot at all mistakenthis calculationThe success of lastnightproved this to 
her She had certainly counted on the fact that he would now press upon her again to shorten the 
period of reflection. But it did not seem advisable to her to respond so quickly.If, however, after 
she had given him this rebuff earlier, he should againurgedecisionshe could now dare to give in 
to him "out of pity" or as "proof of her love" without forgiving herself It was therefore highly 
desirable to her that her mother now left her alone with the more impatient than impetuous 
admirer, after she had encouraged him to make a new attack. 

"May I address a question to you, Elisabeth?" said the Baron quite abruptly, when they 
had been talking about the most indifferent stuff for over half an hour. 

"Please!" she replied with barely concealed curiosity. 

"Will you also promise toanswerthe question as frankly and openlyas youmadeyour 
confessionsabout yourselfme earlier in the garden?" 

The Baron's solemn manner in asking this question worried her a bit. What was he up to? 

"But of course!" she replied nervously. 

"I indicated to you earlier in the garden that the cause of your indecision about my 
proposal must lie not in me and my circumstances, but solely in you. The explanations you 
were kind enough to give me in response have in no way invalidated this assumption of mine." 


"So? Now I'm truly curious!" 

"Be completely honest, Elisabeth! Does your heart belong to someone else?" 

The girl had trouble hiding her triumph. 

"What makes you suppose such a thing?" she said in a tone that could not but strengthen 
the jealous man in his assumption. 

"I remind you of Christmas Eve. I think I must assume that you are not entirely 
indifferent to the blond student in the dangerous robber's civilian clothes!" 

"And what gives you the right to assume that?" she said piqued. 

"Well, you did distinguish him in quite an outrageous way! And what's more, in my 
presence, a few hours after I asked you to marry me!" 

"Did that violate our agreement?" 

"You certainly didn't. But it was quite striking, especially since you usually show a very 
correct restraint towards strangers. I must necessarily assume that you know the student 
personally, and that he is not indifferent to you!" 

Elisabeth's self-control was severely tested. She would have loved to laugh out loud. Her 
inner self rejoiced. She had not expected the Baron to make it so easy for her to win the game 
and to play such trumps into her hand. She threw herself back in the armchair, bobbed the tips 
of her feet up and down, and blew the smoke from her cigarette in slow puffs. She pondered 
how best to tactically exploit this unexpectedly favorable strategic position. Should she play the 
offended, indignant, or just offended role, or should she keep a meaningful silence and let the 
poor man fidget even longer? Or should she even throw him some lump, on which his jealousy 
had to gorge and swallow anew? A bitter lump or a sweet one, half or completely poisoned? To 
do the latter only tingled in her blood. Or was she mistaken about the favor of the situation in 
the end? Did she perhaps underestimate the strength of her opponent? How, if this was only the 
prelude to the decision he was determined to bring about at that moment either way? Or maybe 
this was already the signal to retreat and he didn't even care about a decision anymore? That 
would be an unbearable embarrassment! The faces and the sympatheticwords of her friends! 
She thought of the Witzleben. The mere thought made her furious. And that solemn, carried 
tone in which the Baron spoke, she had never noticed in him before! No doubt, she had already 
stretched the bow too tightly Now it was time to give in if it was not to break. 

With quick, short puffs, she finished the cigarette, tapped out the burning residue in the 
ashtray, crossed her hands behind her neck, and with both feet again bobbing up and down, she 
began slowly whistling the tune "You're crazy my child!" 

"What is this!" said the baron, highly indignant. 

Then the Kommerzienratin entered the room again. While the Baron rose with a bow, 
Elisabeth suddenly jumped up, took the Baron by the hand and leading him to his mother, she 
said: 

"May I introduce you to my groom here?" 

Speechless, the baron looked at her. The Kommerzienratin looked from her daughter to 
the Baron in amazement, as he stood there in comical astonishment. 

"Now look, Mama, now he doesn't believe it! There's no way you can please this person! 

Elisabeth!" came joyfully from the lips of the surprised bridegroom He hurried toward the 
beautiful girl to embrace her, but in time he remembered his correctness and only kissed her 
hand, but a few nuances more intimately than usual. He also kissed the hand of the 
Kommerzienratin. 


12; 


Immediately after the execution of the notarial contract, Hermann Kaémpfer had gone 
home again. a while he had still wavered whether he should not travel on to Bordighera, in 


order to bring about a meeting with Elisabeth in some wayeven just to see her again But the 
vacations were over in three days, and to ask for a leave of absence beyond that and to cancel 
his lecture was contrary to his sense of duty. When he then stood in his laboratory again and 
realizednow to leave these rooms, in which he had worked day and night for ten years, forever, 
he felt quite strangedareopen the cupboard and look for the crystal bowl in which his beloved 
science wasnowburiedforfear of becoming indecisive again At first he wanted to tell the boss 
that he would resign from his office at Easter and leave the university, in order to seal his 
decision, as it were, to make it irrevocable and to burn all bridges behind him. But this became 
more difficult for him than he had imagined. 
After it had happened and he had accepted the well-meant advice of the 


When his bosses and colleagues urged him not to rush things and to think things over carefully, 
he steadfastly refused, and continued to work and lecture as if everything were the same as 
before. Only he no longer took up his private scientific work. The crystal bowl remained locked 
in the work table. He wanted to hand over all his materialincluding his scientific ideasto a 
colleague who, like him, was working in the field of protein chemistrybut not until the end of 
the semester, shortly before his departure. Instead, he now eagerly set about his new technical 
task. 

Since the conclusion of the  notarizedcontractthe Kommerzienrat seemed 
totrusthimwithout He had willingly sent him the patent specification and given him all the 
information he wanted. Soon Hermann wasvery familiar withthe composition 
andmanufacturing process of the Evonit and the production of the plates With scientific method 
and his characteristic thoroughness, which penetrates into the core of every matter, he now 
devoted himself to his new work. 

His thoughts were constantly with his beloved. Whatever he undertook, he did it only in 
the thought of her and for her.He related even the most insignificant action to her "Elisabeth!" 
he often whispered to himself. All organs of jealousy broke loose in him when he thought of the 
baron who was allowed to accompany her. But that she could have a thing for "such a fatzken" 
seemed to him, on calm reflection, so incongruousthat he laughed at 

When the laboratory work was done, he used to study the literature of his field. Now he 
read in Plato. At school, he had only glimpsed the divine. But that had been enough to kindle a 
deep love for him. Then, as a student, he had heard a lecture on Plato and also on Kant. As 
much as he was fascinated by these philosophical studies, his specialist sciencehad never given 
him time to pursue them consistently, and yet it was in his nature, indeed it was his nature in 
general, to do everything, once he started, completely and thoroughly and with method Given 
the diversity of his lively interests, this brought him into the hardest of situations. 
and most painful conflicts. But it was of no use. If he wanted to make it in his science, he had 
tohumblehimself to one-sidednessThis merciless professional science was a Moloch 
thatswallowedhim and all his other gifts and desires He did not tolerate other gods next to him. 
As a student, he had once calculated with horror that the day would have to have 32 hours if he 
were to be able to study only the chemical literature that appeared daily! At that time, he was 
close to despair, because it was quite impossible to completely master even one special field of 
natural science, such as chemistry. And he wanted to devour not only chemistry, but the entire 
natural science and also its neighboring fields, including philosophy! He had to be content with 
the most miserable piecemeal work and had to cut out a narrowly circumscribed special field 
from a special subjecttobringit to some mastery and to tangiblegoals But now he was free! He 
had been a fool not to break this scientific slave bondage long ago, in order to finally be able to 
be a human being! With what delight he imagined how he would read Plato's banquet to his 
beloved! Truly, life was glorious and worth living! Only it wanted to be experienced and not 
speculated! With joy he saw that he was still able to speak Greek from school, so that he could 


understand the works in the original text. It was an unparalleled pleasure for him to read aloud 
the most beautiful passages in the original text, and even to learn them by heart, after he had 
precisely grasped their meaning by means of excellent translations. Elisabeth had to learn 
Greek, that was certain. How he looked forward to teaching her himself! 

Individual thoughts of Plato reminded him vividly of the New Testament. He read it 
again, and for the first time in his life the content and meaning of the Christian doctrine of 
salvationon How dull schoolmasters and dull-witted priests had stifled his living sense for the 
Word of God as a child! Relations with God were degraded to the saddest business! Reward for 
good, punishment for 
Evil! Eye for eye, tooth for tooth it was said there, exactly as in the Old Testament, only in 
other, the same sense roughly veilingform!relations to God became a very sobercalculation, 
which one had to solve, if one did not want to get the biggest inconveniences Anxiety and fear 
were its preconditions, cunning, at best cleverness its method, and plus or minus, depending on 
the skill of the calculator, the result. Such was the "good news" drilled into the childish brains 
and hearts! God, who according to the Gospel is our Father and Love Himself, appeared as a 
terrible judge and avenger! "I came from the Father and I am returning to the Father, so you 
also shall find your way back to the Father whom you have lost," this simple, worldly and 
world-conquering meaning of the doctrine of salvation, how it was distorted and distorted and 
twisted and misinterpreted! And four hundredyears before Christ, Plato had already taught it in 
his way, when he said that our longing for beauty and truth is only the memory of the view of 
God, which we had before entering this life, but which we lost through arrogance! 

To find the way back to the Father, that was the only possible meaning and purpose of 
this earthly life, which no science and no worldly wisdom could uncover and find, that was the 
revelation of the Good News, which Hermann Kémpfer had become in his thirtieth year. But he 
did not yet understand the whole depth of its meaning, otherwise he would now have quietly 
and humbly submitted to the simple demands of the day, which his profession and life made on 
him. He still wanted to go beyond himself and his earthly task. The passions and transitoriness 
of this temporal world still clouded his view of the eternal, imperishable, and therefore he still 
had to experience immeasurable suffering before he was ready for the deepest insight. 

One day, when he was again indulging in vain thoughts of the future and imagining how, 
having become rich in fame and money, he would come before his beloved to ask her to marry 
him, he was 
Roéschen Brunner came into the room and brought him the mail. 

The only correspondence he had was with the Kommerzienrat. He had long since agreed 
with him tocarry outthe practical evaluation of his experiments himself by setting up a factory 
in Germany and to issue licenses only for foreign countriesHe now regularly reported to him on 
the progress of his work and received new technical and commercialinformation and 
explanations of all kinds fromhim The letter he had just received also bore the handwriting of 
the Kommerzienrat, but the format was larger than usual and the company was missing on the 
envelope. When he tried to open the letter, he discovered that it was not closed at all. It was just 
a printed matter. Curious, he took it out of the envelope. Then he thought the sky was falling in 
on him. He read: 


"The engagement of their only child Elisabeth to Baron Dr. Edgar v. Werheim, Royal 
Prussian Government Assessor, is honored to be announced. 
Kommerzienrat Karl Burghamer and wife Elisabeth née Wicking." 


Hermann was as if he had been knocked out. It took several days before he even came to 
his senses. A horrible pressure lurked just below the top of his skull and crept up between his 
forehead and his eye. Unable to perform his duties, he called in sick. A nervous crisis came 
over him and he had to seek clinical treatment. 


But the doctor could not get anything out of him.He stubbornly resistedall questions 
about what he had experienced and all requests to confide in the doctor in order to relieve 
himself and to give him the opportunity to have a psychological and appropriate clinical effect 
on him After three weeks he asked to be discharged from the clinic. He would now be able to 
cope with himself. 

For a long time he had brooded over whether it made any sense at all under the new 
circumstances to carry out the contract with the Kommerzienrat. He had only made it in order 
to find the opportunity and possibility to lead his beloved home. This possibility no longer 
existed. What did he care about the artificial slate and the problem of its coloring, or about the 
money that could be earned with it! The contract itself would not prevent him from reversing 
his decision, despite its notarial execution. He had already worked diligently on the matter and 
had obtained valuable experimental results. If he left them to the Kommerzienrat for further 
exploitation without compensation, the latter would certainly agree to an amicable solution to 
the contract.He would not have to give up his academic career if he nowsethimself more 
modestscientific goals To be a teacher of the youth, to introduce them to the wonders of 
science, was also a wonderful task in life. And if working in a narrowly defined subject area 
was too one-sided for him, he couldbecome asenior teacher He had thoroughly studied the 
individual subjects of science and had passed all the necessary examinations. So why should he 
forcibly break with the profession he had once chosen, if the goal that could be achieved by 
doing so no longer existed? The temptations of the big world had lost their attraction for him 
just as quickly as they had suddenly seemed desirable to him. Only for the sake of his beloved, 
who belonged to this great world, he still strove to conquer it. Now this prospect had 
disappeared, what was the use of the vain endeavor? His world lived deep inside his chest, what 
did he have to do with this inconstant, eternally changing, restless and restless outside world? 
And yet and in spite of all this, he was drawn tothis flooded worldas if by magnetic forces He 
often felt as if he would not be released from his longing for it until he was thoroughly 
immersed in it. 

It was this up-and-down indecisiveness that mainly caused the prolonged state of illness 
into which the announcement of his engagement had plunged him. Hermann Kaémpfer's way 
was to face dangers and unchangeable things firmly and undauntedly and not to dwell on 
fruitless musings.But no matter how quickly and confidently he was able to act in moments of 
danger or in situations that made longer reflection impossible - as he had proven more than 
once during balloon flights that he often undertook with a metereologist friend - it was difficult 
for him to come to a decisionhad been givensufficienttime to consider the pros andHis 
scientifically trained, methodically thinking mind was then at war with his impulsive 
temperament and instinctivefeeling, which, in spite of all calculations, usually hit the right thing 
and often just when all rational reasons seemed to demand the opposite This inexplicable but 
irrefutable fact was then always a proof for him that beyond all reason powers are active in us, 
of which we only do not become aware. So this time, too, he hadcome to the decision, obeyinga 
lightning-likeinspirationfollowthe new path of lifehad been pointed out tohim by the contract 
with the councilor of commerceandnot to lethimselfbe divertedfrom it by external influences 

From that moment on, he was inwardly reassured and in a few days he was as healthy as 
before. He even managed to calmly wish the Kommerzienrat good luck on the occasion of his 
daughter's engagement, excusing the delay of his congratulations with the illness he had 
overcome in the meantime. As if nothing had happened, he resumed his duties, his lectures and 
his technical work, even though the semester would end in a few weeks. To fulfill his duty until 
the last moment was a natural need for him. 

A few days before the end of the semester, he handed overexperimental and handwritten 
work material forfurther scientific useonly colleague besides himself at the universityworking 
infield of protein chemistrythe private lecturer Dr. Siegfried Salomonwithouttrace of remorse or 


wavering uncertainty ever coming over him againHe had finished with science, andfrom now 
on all his energies were to bepractical life 
hear. He then made preparations to move to Berlin. 

In this, R6schen Brunner provided him with faithful help.Snowdropsand first violets were 
on his desk every day. She took special care in packing his library, as she had observed with 
what love he treated each book over the years. She carefully wrapped each book in its own 
newspaper, and even the books that had cardboard covers were wrapped inspecial The packing 
of the books into the boxes, however, was done by Hermann himself and Réschen handed him 
each book. Sometimes her hand touched his and it ran boiling hot through her young body. One 
box, however, she had dared to pack all by herself, when Hermann had been called to the boss 
for some time, who still had something to discuss with him. Proud but also fearful that she 
might not have done well enough for him, she awaited his return. When he praised her, 
however, flaming purple poured over her pretty face. She hurriedly bent over one of the still 
empty boxes so that he would not notice. 

Spring had come with power overnight. Nightingales were already singingthe university 
park When Hermann unexpectedly returned from the city on the eve of his departure, where he 
had run some last errands, he found Réschen in his room at dawn. Leaningher head on her arm 
against the window cross, she was staring into the spring evening with large eyes heavy with 
tears Unnoticed, he had entered. When she discovered him, she wanted to hurry past him out 
the door. He caught her in his arms. Willy-nilly, she let herself be covered by his hot kisses, and 
that last night brought the two young ardent people the fulfillment they had both so steadfastly 
resisted for so many years. 

Hermann had been living in or rather near Berlin for half a year. Evonit factory, in the 
adjoining rooms of which the Kommerzienrathad set up a laboratory according to Hermann's 
plans, was located in Grof-Lichterfelde Nearby, he had found a two-room apartment that he 
liked. The difficulties he faced in solving the dyeing problem were greater than he had foreseen. 
The path he had taken on the basis of the first experiment proved to be impracticable. He had to 
devisenew methods with new materials He did succeed in producing a weather-resistant 
coloring of the plates. But after a longer period of time, white spots of exudingquicklimeblack 
surface, which hardened in the air to white crusts of carbonic acid |Attempts to reduce the lime 
content of the base compound in such a way that these exudations ceasedfailed, since an excess 
of quicklime was required for the cement to set, and new quantities of quicklime were always 
formed by the setting process A way had to be found to convert the excess quicklime into 
insoluble carbonic acid lime after the setting process in the cement had been completed and 
before the plates were colored. Since, for economic reasons, the carbonic acid of the air had to 
be used for this purpose, the process was rather cumbersome. The plates had to be stored for a 
long time in suitably shaped rooms through which air was constantly sucked until they were 
saturated with carbonic acid. But finally Hermann had mastered all the difficulties and the 
patent could be registered. He immediately set about establishing the factory in order to exploit 
the patent for Germany itself. The Kommerzienrat, who could not admire Hermann's scientific 
and practical activities enough, went along with all his plans and suggestions. Hermann was to 
be employed as the technical director of the factory with a special salary and a full third of the 
net profit. 

Now Hermann began a time full of work and enjoyment. He himself took care of the 
selection of the building site, the negotiations with the contractors and architects, with the 
machine factories and other suppliers. He felt forces stirring and growing of which he had 
previously had no idea. This was a different kind of life and work, of planning and creating, 
than the scholarly sedentary life. 

Autumn had come without him seeing Elisabeth. Although he had soon paid his visit to 
the luxurious Grunewald villa of the Kommerzienrat, the gentlemenhad been traveling 


throughout the spring and summer Elisabeth's image had not yet disappeared from his heart, of 
course. But he thought of her less and less often, and then only with the resignation of a man 
who has finally ended a love affair Instead, his thoughts often turned to Réschen Brunner. In 
his dreams he often held the young creature trembling with love in his arms, and he reproached 
himself most bitterly for having robbed the girl of the peace of his heart and for not having 
remained master of his senses in the last hour. Three more times she had written to him, whole 
pages full of sweet, awkward words of love. He had not answered her. This seemed to him the 
most painless way for the girl to break off relations with her that could not lead to any result. Of 
course, he would not have wanted his mother to judge him. A few months later, R6schen had 
sent him two more letters, but he had left them unopened in his desk. To burn them seemed to 
him unloving, to read them pointless. He was also too ashamed of himself. Since then she was 
silent. 

Business often took him to Berlin. In the hustle and bustle of the big city he always felt 
suffocated, and he was always glad when he could return to the quiet rural suburb. There was 
air and light and sky and sun and some trees! Yes, even waving fields of ears of corn lay in the 
immediate vicinity!When he often roamed through them in summer, he always caressedgolden 
stalkshand 
drive. But the memory of his childhood was then so painfully awakened in him each time that 
he refrained from these walks. In the Berlin Tiergarten, however, he liked to stay and spent 
whole afternoons in the zoological garden. He never tired of looking into the eyes of the 
animals and reading from them the silent wisdom of their millions of years old past. A main 
attractionhim was the geological and paleontological museumwhole creation history, whole 
eonshewanderedthere in the spirit 

One day, at the sight of the riders in the zoo, he felt like riding again himself. He 
calculated how long it had been since he had had a horse under him. Twelve years had passed! 
It had been for the last time during those fateful Easter vacations, when the Jew had brought 
misfortune upon his father's house. quick decision, he went to theriding schoolthe Tiergarten, 
borrowed a pair of riding boots and spurs, and got on horseback as he walked and stood But this 
was only a moderate pleasure on the stiletto horse. As often as the Hippodrome's riding arena 
crossed the path leading back to the stables, the stubborn drudge tried to break out. Hermann 
had never enjoyed riding lessons. As was customary in the country, he had mounted and ridden 
away as a boy. Thus he was more of a bold, even daring, rider than a good one. Nevertheless, 
he remained master of the nag, and at the end of the hour for which he had hired him, he 
happily brought him back to the stable. He quickly decided to get his own riding horse. He 
could afford it now. After a few days he had found what he was looking for. He bought a 
magnificent five-year-old half-breed gelding, a cabbage chestnut called Romeo. Now he took a 
riding instructorlearn this art methodically by all rules Soon he had achieved respectable results 
and even won a second prize at a riding school competition. He was passionate about jumping. 
No ditch was too wide and no obstacle too high for him. He could hardly wait to participate in 
the first scavenger hunt, of which the riding school organized several every autumn. He let 
himself 
to build an elegant red skirt and white breeches. To his surprise and dismay, he also read the 
name of Elisabeth and her fiancé in the registration list for the hunt. 

Now he lapsed again into agonizing indecision. Should he avoid a reunion? Should he 
cancel the hunt? If he met Elisabeth, would he not expose himself to new useless torments and 
struggles? His heart wound wasclosed, but not yet scarred Why tear it open anew? But an 
encounter with the lost beloved could not be avoided in the long run. After all, he had paid a 
visit to the family of the Kommerzienrat. So why avoid a matter that sooner or later would have 
to come to him? Besides, Elisabeth would most likely not recognize him at all! Despite all these 
reasons, he could not come to a clear decision. But when the day of the hunt dawned, he put on 


the red skirt. 
14. 


On a sunny September morning, thefield ofabout thirty to forty gentlemen and ladies 
gatheredthe courtyard of the riding school. But neither Elisabeth nor the Baron were there. A 
few high carriages stood ready for the spectators to accompany the riders to the Grunewald and 
then await the run-out at Halali Square. Led by the leader of the hunt, the "Master", the 
company moved along Kurfiirstendamm via Halensee to Grunewald. Hermann rode in the lead 
close behind the leader. At the end of Kaiserstrasse, where the road turns off to the lake, a 
group of five riders awaited the company They were some participants from the Grunewald 
quarter who wanted to join the field from here to save the detour via the riding school. It went 
through Hermann's heart like a stab when he discovered Elisabeth at her bridegroom's side. 


They greeted each other. Neither Elisabeth nor the Baron recognized Hermann. A pause 
of about a quarter of an hour was kept, then the hunt started to move. A few hundred yards 
ahead rode the fox, scattering the schnitzels. The bride and groom, who had in the meantime 
greeted some acquaintances, now rode with them in the front half of the field. Hermann 
arranged it so that he rode directly behind Elisabeth. First at a walk, then at a light trot, they 
went along the shore of the lakepastthe Hubertusschl68chenand the Seeschenke From there, the 
trail led across the forest in the direction of Uncle Tom's cottage. 

Elisabeth sat brilliantly on horseback. She rode a golden chestnut mare of the noblest 
blood. Her groom, whose budding wealthiness cut a less good figure, moved a black horse of 
no less noble blood. Elisabeth sat in a side saddle, although the unattractive riding in the 
manner of a gentleman had just become fashionable among the ladies. Her figure was 
splendidly displayed in the tight-fitting black riding costume. In dense waves held together by a 
fine net, the abundance of her blond hair flowed out from under the stiff man's hat. She 
masterfully ruled her fiery horse, while the baron lay in the muzzle of his beast with a visibly 
hard hand. He had a crooked seat leaning to the left and, despite spasmodic efforts, no proper 
thigh closure. His fidgeting restlessness was transmitted to the horse, so that it wobbled back 
and forth. 

Now the leader put in a light trot and on it, after a short pause in the walk, the first salop. 
Immediately from the top some gentlemen stayed behind. Elisabeth kept immediately behind 
the leader, the baron with effort beside her. Hermann rode always close behind the lost lover, as 
if he still wanted to catch up with her for life. Soon came the first artificial obstacles, easier 
hurdles and lower poles Elisabeth flew over them like a swallow, as did Hermann, the baron, 
like a clumsy chicken behind both of them. At the approach of an obstacle he stumbled each 
time and tumbled over it, so to speak. Now Hermann kept his horse lightly, 
to let the baron go ahead again. At most eight to ten riders, including three ladies, were still in 
front. Then the leader raised his hand and at a walk the widely separated field gradually 
gathered again. 

Panting, the baron wiped his brow. A large stain appeared on the broad back of his 
hunting coat. 

"Well, fatty? Survived well?" his bride laughed at him. 

"My drudge is all out of shape," he sighed, reinserting the long-defunct single glass. 

"Of course the drudge!" laughed Elisabeth brightly. "But if it gets to be too much for you, 
fatty, just stand back. I won't hold'it against you. But I'll stay here in front!I won't get home 
todaywithout the foxtail!" 

"Self-murmuring matter of honor that I stay with you, Ellichen!" 

Hermann felt as if he had to swallow a frog. "Ellichen" he called her! And she bore the 


most glorious of all women's names, Elisabeth! 

Now the baron rode close to the ladder. 

"Tell me, my dear," he murmured to him, "how long is this hopscotch going to last? 
Confidentially! Do you also have one or even more trenches on the program?" 

"My official secret, Baron!" the latter smiled obligingly. "But trust against trust! If you 
don't tell anyone, three trenches are provided, two with, one without water." 

"God shall protect!" sighed the monocle man and went back to his bride's side. 

Hermann, who had followed the process with a grin, now held back and let some riders 
ahead so as not to attract attention. His Elisabeth now belonged to this fat hoarded fatzken! 
With a mixture of rage and woe in his heart he rode along. 

In the sharp hunt trot it went now in far curve around Uncle Tom's hut. After fifteen to 
twenty minutes, they rode at about the same pace again, then a rather vigorous hunting gallop 
set in, in which some tree trunks lying across the track, respectable hurdles and poles, and the 
first wet ditch were taken. Only five or six riders kept up the ride with the leader, including 
Hermann at the foremost lead, with Elisabeth sideways behind him. The baron was far behind. 
When collected again at a walk, he wheezed in like a freight train locomotive. He claimed to 
have lost the hunting cap. The string had broken, he said, and he had had to ride back and look 
for the cap. The lie stood thickly on his sweat-soaked forehead. 

"Poor little chubby!" said Elisabeth with a clear sneer. "Now stay back, lest you lose the 
cap again!" 

But already it went on in the gallop. The narrow dry ditch followed, which the baron took 
with a desperate courage, so that Elisabeth shouted a loud "Bravo! Then came a picket fence, 
which the Baron's black horse took in stride. Just before he jumped, however, his master, who 
was crouching on him like a monkey, fearfully yanked him into his mouth, and with a rabbit's 
hoe the animal broke free around the obstacle. 

"Bravo!" exclaimed Elisabeth tauntingly to him, flying like a Valkyrie past him over the 
obstacle, at the same height beside her Hermann. 

The leader mischievously stopped the ride a little bit to give the baron the opportunity to 
move into the front field again, because now the very mischievously and surprisingly for the 
rider wide moat followed, of whose location none of the hunt participants except the leader had 
an idea. That's where the baron should be! Marking the breakout of the horse was not possible 
there! There it was a matter of showing one's colors! 

"Such a hussy!" gasped the Baron as he approached. "Breaks out there at the last 
momentang!" 

"Bad luck!" cried Elisabeth to him mischievously. 

Now, however, the leader set off what the flanks held! Suddenlythere was the ditch, so far 
covered by a light earth wave, horseshoe-shaped enclosing the riders Now it was time to give 
tines! At the same height as the master, Hermann 
smoothly over, as did Elisabeth a horse's length behind them. Then the unfortunate baron 
followed, unable to hold the horse that was clinging to the front horses. In his fear of death, he 
yanked the poor animal into his mouth once again, and, with a start, he overturned with it in the 
middle of the ditch. 

But for the happier riders there was now no stopping. Barely 300 meters were left to the 
parade ground, where the run was and in the middle of which the fox already stopped. Now it 
was a matter of victory! 

A gentle hill went up to the edge of the parade ground. Two other riders had taken the 
ditch smoothly and now sat close on Hermann and Elisabeth's heels. Nevertheless, Hermann 
could not refrain from looking around. With hearty glee he noticed how the baron crawled on 
all fours like a wet poodle out of the ditch onto the shore. 

"Nothing else has happened to the Baron!" he called to her, lying close beside Elisabeth 


at a stretched gallop. She thanked him with a quick nod of her head. Then Hermann put in his 
spurs, and one or two horse-lengths ahead of the rider, he stopped toward the fox. The leader 
had meanwhile stepped out of the field. 

But at the last second, Hermann came to his senses. She should win! Shortly before the 
fox he stopped, and as if he was not powerful enough for the horse, he turned a little to the side. 
Then Elisabeth chased between him and the fox, and with a slight cry she snatched the fox's 
tail, which was attached to the back of the rider representing the fox, as she flew past. 
Triumphantly, she held it high in the air, gradually spacing out her racer, while the hunting 
horns blared the tallyho through the clear autumn air. 

Now something unexpected happened. Elisabeth rode up to Hermann, near whom she 
had brought her horse to a halt, and silently handed him the trophy. She was out of breath and 
could not speak a word. Astonished, Hermann refused the offer But she, still wordless and 
struggling for breath, shook her head and tried to hand him the booty in 
to squeeze her hand. "You've won!" she finally said haltingly. "I guess I noticed that you 
swervedlet me go ahead I can't accept that!" 

Blushing deeply, Hermann pulled off his hunting cap and affirmed that the madam must 
be mistaken. 

Suddenly a strange movement ran over Elisabeth's face. She looked thoughtfully at 
Hermann and said: 

wonnn nano nnn nn---- "Don't we already know each other?I wouldn'tknow at the moment 
though" 

Then Hermann gave his name and added in short words the time and circumstances of 
their first meeting. 

"That's right!" she replied. "I remember it perfectly. But now, more than ever, I ask you 
to receive the sign of victory that is coming to you!" 

Then Hermann found the courage to ask to keep it as a souvenir of that Christmas Eve 
encounter. 

Without thinking, she accepted and extended her hand to him. 

"By the way," she added, "like you, the name of a young doctor who is my father's 
associate. Are you perhaps related to him?" 

At this, she steered her horse back to the company at a walk, by the question inviting him 
to accompany her. Hermann had introduced himself only with his name, without adding his title 

"That's me!" he replied. 

"That's splendid!" she exclaimed, looking at him more closely now. "But why is it that 
we never see you with us?" 

"I don't think it's up to me, my gracious lady! I have already paid you, that is, your 
parents, my visit long ago, but you were probably still traveling at the time." 

Before Elizabeth could say anything in reply, some gentlemen ofsocietyhadridden up and 
congratulated her on her victory 

"Here stands the victor!" she said pointing to Hermann, introducing him to the 
acquaintances. "Only to his chivalry I owe my so-called victory!" At this she looked at Her- 
The man looked at him with the same look that had struck his heart on Christmas Eve! This 
second look hit him no less deeply. 

In the meantime, servants had rushed over to receive the horses of the now dismounted 
gentlemen and ladies. They went on foot to a table set up outside, where tea, punch, schnapps 
and a light snack were ready for the gentlemen. A band played light tunes and brought a 
flourish to the victor as she approached. 

At the table, soaking wet and wrapped in an Ulster, sat the Baron. He was eagerly 
drinking hot tea and cognac. The ridicule he received from all sides seemed to fill him with 
great satisfaction. He felt immensely important and was pleased to see the general attention 


focused on him. He called out to his bride from afar, "Congratulations!" and when she 
approached the table and mockingly asked him how his bath had been, he rose and, chewing a 
caviar dumpling, kissed her hand. 

"Fi donc!" raged Elizabeth,givinghim a light cheek swipewhich he acknowledged with a 
smug grin 

Hermann noticed that Elisabeth did not introduce him to the Baron, although he was 
standing in her immediate vicinity. Hermann towered over Elisabeth by half a head's length, 
while the Baron was almost a hand's breadth shorter than her. 

By the way, Ellichen," said the Baron, at the sixth caviar roll, after he had already 
downed the same amount of cognac"I've had my car brought and I'm going home as fast as I 
can to get something dry on my body again I hope you will accompany me!" 

"Don't mind me!" was the somewhat irritated reply. "I'm riding!" 

"Bong!" coughed the baron, choking. 

"But who will take you home?" 

"We'll find a way. In case of emergency, Wilhelm is there." She was referring to her 
riding valet. 

"Fine! You're not mad at me, are you, child?" 

"I wo wer ik denn!" berlinte the "Kindchen" back, obviously pleased to be rid of him. 

"Well, then I recommend myself. And greet, please, mom and dad!" 

With these words, the baron took leave of his bride and, greeting her on all sides, boarded 
his twenty-horsechariot, which was already rattling in the immediate vicinity 

Half an hour later, however, Hermann Kampfer, happinessin his heart,rodeback through 
the autumn forest at Elisabeth's side 


15. 


The very next day, Hermann received an invitation to tea from the Kommerzienratin. The 
Burghamer motor car picked him up from his office. Elisabethreceived him He was the only 
guest. A short time later the Kommerzienratin appeared, half an hour later the Baron. He was 
not a little surprised to see the "student" again so unexpectedly, and at the family table of his 
parents-in-law! During the scavenger hunt, he had not recognized him in the red skirt, least of 
all had he suspected him in the sporting rider. He clearly expressed his astonishment and 
discomfort at the unexpected encounter. Where had he left his "Schmi$", he asked 
mischievously. Hermann calmly explained that he had onlysuffereda very superficial scratch in 
a skiing accident, which had long since healed without a traceBut when ElisintroducedHermann 
as the inventor of the new dyeing processand as her father's successful business partner, he had 
to put a good face on _ theElisabeth, however, was of such  unselfconscious, 
exuberantcheerfulness and so tenderly bridal about him that he soon recovered his spirits 
Hermann suffered hellish agonies in the process. He did not see through the well-calculated 
game of the beautiful girl to make him eager- 


Hermann loved her, of course, had not escaped her notice. She savored this triumph and, with 
true feminine cruelty, strove to push it to the extreme. 

Unable to speak a word, Hermann sat there as a stonyguest. Suddenly he was struck again 
by the same look that had opened all the floodgates of bliss for him on Christmas Eve and had 
set his heart on fire anew at the end of the scavenger hunt. She knew how to ask the Baron for a 
favor. When he moved away for a few seconds into the next room, she apparently harmlessly 
put her hand on Hermann's in the presence of her mother, looked deeply into his eyes and said 
in a tone of heartfelt sympathy, "Doctor, what's the matter with you?" 

Hermann lost his hearing and sight. Only with extreme effort was he able to control his 


excitement. He would have liked to jump up and hurry away, although he felt how ridiculous he 
would have to make himself. 

When the Baron re-entered, Elisabeth took her hand away and placed some morsels on 
Hermann's plate. "I suppose you don't like sweets, Doctor?" she said unabashedly. And now she 
turned the game. From now on, she was all attention to Hermann, handing him dried bread and 
caviar, spreading him a sandwich of butter, sweetening his tea, and bubbling him over with 
teasing and merriment 

When the Baron asked in an ironic tone if he might also ask for a cup of tea, she said: 

"Help' yourself, fatty! I have to take care of the company. That's what Dad has especially 
put on my heart." 

Now Hermann could no longer remain silent. Hevisiblythawed under the sunny glances 
of the cheerful girl and after a short time he participated lively inconversation 

Elisabeth, who was adept in all areas of social chatter, brought up the subject of natural 
science. She attached such great importance to it that she wanted to see this field of knowledge 
made the basis of all education. 

Lively Hermann contradicted this. 

"So you want to make the random, the incidental, the ever-changing the basis of human 
formation? Would you build a house on rolling sand or on blowing snow?" 

"You obviously don't understand me, Doctor! I have the laws of nature in mind, which 
are eternal and unchangeable after all!" 

"I suppose so. But these eternal and immutable laws do not spring from the substance 
which they govern, but from the spirit which generates them and the substance in the first 
place!" 

"You say that as a natural scientist? Isn't matter eternal, indeed the only thing that is 
eternal?" 

"Matter is the only thing that is certainly not eternal. There is not the slightest doubt about 
that for me, my gracious lady," said Hermann with calm seriousness. "Only the spirit is eternal! 
The spirit is the original, the first, the ungenerated, the generating. The substance is that which 
has only come into being through the movement of the spirit, the second, the generated." 

While Elisabeth listened to Hermann's words with wide-open eyes, the baron laughed out 
loud. 

"Please, explain this to me in more detail, Doctor!" said Elisabeth then, visibly disturbed. 

"There is nothing more to explain, my gracious lady. It is a conviction that one comes to 
through study and reflection in the course of time, without being able to say how." 

"But there must be some way to prove this view!" interjected Elisabeth. 

"Prove? Can a worldview be proven at all? Can the materialists prove their worldview?" 

"Of course, the materialistic world view is to be proved!" interjected the Baron with a 
pitying grin. "It has long been proven!" 

"Then I would be quite grateful if you could give me these 
Baron," Hermann replied calmly. 

"Well, haven't you ever heard of Darwin, Hackel, and Ostwald?" 

"I know every line of Darwin, Hackel, and Ostwald." 

"There you go! Then you know the evidence!" 

"Excuse me, Baron. Darwin communicates in his steps only a tremendous amount of 
observation material. To the observation facts collected by him, he now gives his well-known 
explanation, with which he is undoubtedly right, as far as the development of the living beings 
from lower to higher forms is concerned. Before the emergence of the first living beings, 
however, he also stops reverently, and says: "About this we know nothing!" This Darwinian 
theory of development does not contradict at all the idealistic view that the spirit is the 
generating and the substance the generated! On the contrary, it is one of its strongest supports! 


first creates the organic form out of the substance and leads it from step to step to ever higher 
development, until it has finally built for itself in the human body the dwelling in which it is 
able to dwell in order tofulfillits earthlytask With hands the plan, after which the spirit works, is 
to be grasped yes! If you take any work on the latest results of biological science, you will 
come across the view, even among materialistic researchers, that what gives the cell the impulse 
to change and develop must be a mysterious something, which cannot be explained and 
understood materially! But Hackel and his physico-chemical assistant Ostwald make such 
arbitrary, one-sided, completely unprovable assertions about this that they cannot be taken 
seriously by a level-headed and dispassionately thinking mind. No, my dear Baron, it remains 
already with what Kant has taught and proved to usnamelythat a certain world viewcannot be 
proved at all! One has a certain world view or one does not have it! It cannot be proved, the 
materialistic just as little as the idealistic!But the idealistic one, to which I adhere, has the 
advantage that it does not lead to contradictions, butmakes possiblea uniform conception of the 
world as a whole and of its meaning and purpose,while the materialistic one has such 
contradictions of meaningpresupposition and consequence that only uncritical fools can adhere 
to it!" 

"Well, allow me, doctor! I am also a follower of materialism!" replied the baron, 
speechless, so to speak. 

"That's your responsibility, not mine," Hermann explained with a calm smile. 

The baron wanted to retort irritably, but Elisabeth did not let him. 

"You must first explain to me how you, of all people, as a natural scientistcome to such 
peculiar views!" she interjected 

"This may be because a professional who pursues natural science with open unprejudiced 
eyes is more likely to recognize the limits drawn by this seemingly all-powerful science than 
the layman who is easily baffled." 

"What are these limits? Please explain it to me!" said Elisabeth in honest curiosity and 
passionate impatience. 

"This is very simple, my gracious lady! Natural sciencecannot get out of matter, that is, 
out of the secondary, the second, the generatedIt can onlyinvestigatethe relationsexist between 
the material, only the laws that are valid within the material and for the material But it can 
never penetrate to the actual being, to the original, to the first, to the non-produced, to the 
eternal, in a word to the spiritual. But also its actual area, the material, is accessible to it only in 
the most limited measure. Namely only insofar as it is accessible to our senses. However, our 
senses are able to perceive only a very tiny fraction of the world of appearance. That is well 
known to you!" 

"No, no! I am not aware of that at all! Please explain it to me further!" 

"I trust you have studied natural science in such depth, my gracious lady?" 

"What one picks up at school or in the lecture hall, as it were, in passing. I never managed 
to study properly," Elisabeth confessed with unreserved frankness. 

Hermann was only too happy to comply with her request and continued, "In any case, you 
know that sounds are vibrations of the air?" 

"Certainly. But it's not really clear to me either!" 

"You'll quickly realize that, pay attention!" 

And now Hermann explained the basic acoustic laws to her on a violin and came to the 
conclusion: 

"Each tone is thus produced by air movements, which, caused by a vibrating body, hit our 
ear. And indeed to each tone corresponds a quite certain number of oscillations in the time unit. 
We call this oscillation number. The greater the number of vibrations, the higher the tone; the 
smaller the number of vibrations, the lower the tone.Our ear, however, is only able to hear such 
air vibrations as tones whose vibration number is approximately between thirty and thirty-six 


thousandper second All air vibrations, i.e. tones, which lie above or below this limit, the ear is 
not able to feel, they do not exist for us practically at all. And exactly the same applies now to 
the oscillations of the ether, which cause the light and color sensations in us. Our eye is only 
capable of impression for the colors which lie within the borders of the rainbow. All light 
vibrations, i.e. colors beyond these borders we do not perceive at all. But that outside these 
limits there is still an infinite flood of colors, we recognize by the fact that they attack light- 
sensitive plates, thus can be photographed And it is similar with our other senses. There are 
about the 

We can assume with certaintyactual world ofphenomenaliesbeyondthat our senses convey to us 
only a quite vanishing fraction of the world of phenomena For example, we are not able to 
perceive electricity, magnetism, X-rays, etc. directly. We get knowledge of these phenomena 
only by chance, because they are able to cause other phenomena, which are perceptible for us 
sensuallydeflection of the magnetic needle by the galvanic current, the attraction of iron 
filament light by the magnet etc..If yourepresentwhole area of natural phenomenaby a circular 
surface, the diameter of which you can choose as large as you like, then the part of this circular 
surface accessible to our direct and indirect perception corresponds to a tiny point which you 
place somewhere on it So tiny and so indeterminate is the part of the appearance world 
accessible to us by the natural science. Thereby it is still very questionablewhether you are 
justified to let the point coincide with the center point of the circular surface. Because on our 
senses is of course no reliance at all, since they do not reflect us the things and facts 
themselves, but only the impression which they receive from the things and facts. There are 
people who feel green instead of red and vice versa. And there is no doubt that we would 
perceive a completely different world view, if the sensory threshold of our senses would be 
shortened by even a little. It would need also only a slight switching of our senses, in order to 
cause that we hear colors and see sounds, feel or smell." 

"This is all just wonderful!" exclaimed Elisabeth, visibly moved. 

But the baron said with a superior smile: 

"Surely you won't want to deny that we owe the giant advances ofrecent decades, the 
whole immense greatness of modern culture, solely and primarily to natural science!" 

"Culture? We don't have any culture! We have only one civilization! Railroads, dynamo 
machines, motor cars, giant steamers, airships, radio telegraphs and what else you want to list 
are not achievements of culture, but only of civilization! Essentially these achievements are not 
different from what also the ant and the bee achieves! And in cultural respect these inventions 
have undoubtedly not brought us forward, but a quite considerable way back, since they have 
led us deeper and deeper into materialism, instead of letting us overcome it! For all these 
inventions prove that the spirit and not the material has the lead!" 

"Allow me, doctor! You have downright barbaric views!" 

"Can't find it," replied Hermann Kaémpfer with a quiet smile. 

"Well, what do you actually mean by culture?" 

By culture I understand the activity and purposeful cultivation of everything human from 
the point of view that man is a spiritual being, whichcomesGod-created from eternityand 
returns to eternity National and state unity, social welfare, science, technology, politics, war 
and all that is connected with it, arise only from the purely vegetative instincts, which man also 
has in common with the animal. They become culturally valuable only when they serve the 
conscious cultivation of the divine-spiritual in man. With religion and art, both ofspring fromthe 
same metaphysicalsource of our being, man only begins The idealist is the true realist, because 
he grasps the core and essence of the world of appearances, but the materialist is the eternally 
deceived one, because he considers the unessential to be the essential." 

"So you really believe that man has a so-called immortal soul?" replied the Baron with a 
pitying smile. 


"This is not only my opinion or even my conviction, but this is my deep inner certainty 
Apart from that, it is the only thing that can give meaning and purpose and goal to life. But 
even quite apart from such a purpose in life, I am deeply imbued with this certainty." 

"Truly?" interjected Elisabeth with joyful astonishment. 

"How can you doubt it, my gracious lady! Just look up at the starry sky! Descend just 
once into the depths of your heart! Just take a single thoughtful look into the world of crystals, 
plants and animals, into the inconceivable, incomprehensible, planned harmony, which 
permeates all these earth and star worlds and forms them into one great, meaningful and 
sublime thought! Can you then doubt that a reasonable will has created all this, and could this 
will be reasonable if you were not immortal? Would then otherwise our existence have a sense 
and would these uncounted star worlds have a sense?Or are you so short-sighted to believe that 
only the star on which we dwell is populated by sensible beings, and that the countless suns of 
the fixed starry sky with their planets and satellites, the whole army of billions of the Milky 
Way is only a pastimefor scholars and fools?" 

"Yes, yes, you are right!" exclaimed Elisabeth. "When I sometimes think that to myself 
so abruptly, then it is also an inner certainty to me, then I too cannot doubt it!" 

"Well, you see!" 

"You won't believe in such fantasies, Ellichen!" the baron shouted angrily. That's nothing 
but fantastic reverie, in which the wish is the father of the thought! It would be quite a shame if 
it turned out that way! But one blow to the skull, and that's it with us and with the dream!" 

"Who's to say we'll be finished?" 

"My mind!" 

"Then I can feel sorry for your mind, Baron!" 

"And yours to me!" replied Herr v. Werheim, standing up, very irritated. 

"Edgar!" cried Elizabeth, rebuking him. 

"I'm sorry!" said the latter, excitedly pacing up and down. "But I must ask you very 
much!" 

Hermann sought to pacify him: 

"Forgive my brusqueness, Baron, and allow me one more quiet word!" 

"Please!" it sounded back unkindly. 

"We want to distinguish between understanding and reason. I don't know whether you 
have studied Kant," Hermann now continued very calmly. 

"Kant, Kant! Who is Kant!" exclaimed the baron very angrily, waving his hands through 
the air. "Kant is an old boring moral trumpeter, with whom I want nothing to do!" 

"Then, however, we shall find it difficult to come to an understanding," said Hermann 
with even calm."But perhaps you have read Platocallsunderstanding an earthlyproductbut 
reason a divine one?" 

"For God's sake, stayaway fromme with these dreary paper philistines! I have studied jus 
and Cameralia and with it Punktum! I am a practical man who looks at life practically and not a 
fantasist! For such breadless arts I have neither desire nor time!" 

"But I would like to learn more about these things," said Elisabeth. "Please, Doctor, tell 
me something about Kant and Plato!" 

"Telling?" Hermann replied with a smile, "we won't get through with simple telling. To 
understand Plato, let alone Kant, requires a very logical study. But I suggest that we read a few 
chapters together from the writings of these great minds, and then we'll get somewhere!" 

"Wonderful, just wonderful!" exclaimed Elisabeth, beaming with joy. "When are we 
going to start?" 

"As soon as it is convenient for you, my gracious lady!" 

"This is indescribably beautiful! Then let's start right away tomorrow! Please come again 
tomorrow for tea and in general every day! Then we will read together for an hour every day 


and you will explain it to us!" exclaimed Elisabeth enthusiastically. Then she turned abruptly to 
the Baron: "You will join us, won't you, fatty?" 

"I don't even think about it!" was the annoyed reply. 

"Fine! Then we'll just read with the doctor alone! Right, Mom?" 

The Kommerzienratin, who, busy with some manual work, had followed the conversation 
with silent but lively interest, looked questioningly at the Baron. 

"Well allow 'mal, Elli! That can't be good!" he said very formally. 

"Why shouldn't I be able to do that? Are you trying to tell me what to do, or even forbid 
me from continuing my education?" 

"That's completely beyond me! But -" 

"There you go, but what?" 

"What do you think, Mama?" the Baron now turned to the Kommerzienratin. 

"I mean, this can get pretty interesting and you'd have to do us the favor of being there." 

"There!" sighed the baron. "All right! enthusiasm for this new thingwont lasttoo long 
afterall!" 

"I even hope that you yourself will acquire a taste for these studies," said Hermann with 
sincere cordiality. As a future minister, you should at least knowPlatotreatise on the state and 
the laws," he added with slight irony. 

"He wrote something about that, too?" 

"Indeed! I would suggest that we first read the most beautiful chapters from 'Phaedo', 
'Phaedrus' and the 'Banquet', about immortality, beauty and love, then the basic chapters from 
the 'State' and the 'Laws'. This will give you the quickest idea of Plato's world of ideas." 

"Alright, am really eager!" 

"In the meantime, as far as our existence before our birth and after our death is 
concerned, I would like to appeal to your reason once again. Will you please pay attention to 
me for a few more seconds?" 

"Please yes! What do you want to say?" Elisabeth eagerly replied in the Baron's place. 
The latter had meanwhile sat down again and now looked with mocking superiority. 

"You know what a shooting star is!" Hermann now turned to Elisabeth. 

"I actually know that now! These are debris from celestial bodiesflying through the 
atmosphere of our Earth, becoming incandescent as a result of friction with the air." 

"Quite right. Now imagine a very simple, uneducated person, who has no idea of physics 
and astronomy, perhaps a primitive man, who sees a shooting star for the first time. If he 
observes quite superficially, he will believe at first that a star has fallen from the sky. 
Ifheobservescorrectly, however, he recognizes that not any star suddenly starts to move, but 
that in the night sky a shining point arises anew, covers a certain distance in the sky and then 
goes out again Such a naive and crude person will of course not be able to form any idea at all 
of the essence of the phenomenon, he will believe that it is exhausted with the sensual 
perception of the luminous distance. He will not come to the thought that the short distance 
which that luminous point covers in the sky has a continuation into the infinity beyond the 
beginning and end point of the course. Hundred thousand years of mental work were still 
necessary to fathom the nature of this celestial phenomenon." 

"Oh, I understand this picture very well!" exclaimed Elizabeth delightedly. "The path that 
the shooting star follows before it enters the earth's atmosphere is our life before birth. The path 
after the extinction is our life after 
death, and the luminous stretch itself this our earthly life! Yes, you are right! Man is such a 
shooting star!" 

"You have understood that correctly, my gracious lady! If we assume that man comes 
into being only with birth and passes away again with death, we would make the same mistake 
as an astronomerwanted tolimitexistence of the shooting star to its luminousorbitconsider itonly 


an atmospheric-terrestrial, instead of a cosmic phenomenon If we consider the existence of man 
only as far as it appears in the light of sensual consciousness, we commit the grave error of 
addressing it only as an earthly problem, while it is a cosmic one." 

"Everything quite beautiful! Only the proof is missing!" the baron mocked. "With the 
shooting star I know that it behaves in such a way, because one can calculate its course from the 
terrestrial fragment! In the case of the human being, however, everything is a mere 
assumption!" 

"Allow that I point out to you a mistake of thinking, Mr. Baron! In order tocalculate the 
cosmiccourse from the earthly fragment of the shooting starcourse, you must make first the 
presupposition that the course goes on into the cosmic, otherwise your calculation would have 
no sense at all and could not take place at all!To the knowledge of the shooting star orbityou 
come therefore by a pure thought act!And in spite of the most exact calculation you cannever 
see theshooting star course! You conclude only from your observation and calculation on the 
existence of the shooting star course! Calculate means nevertheless, to conclude from a quite 
certain position on another! Exactly the same, however, you do only if you conclude from the 
earthly conditioned position of the man to his cosmic one!And you mustdoconclusion with the 
same necessity as that astronomical one if you want to come to an equally satisfying solution as 
in the case of the shooting star! Quite apart from it, however, we have proofs in the case of the 
man, while in the case of the shooting star we always have to rely on 
depend on the accuracy of our premises and calculations!" 

"Well, I'm curious about that evidence!" the baron scoffed. 

"You are a Christian, aren't you, Baron?" 

"What are you trying to say?" replied Mr. v. Werheim nervously. 

"Nothing other than what the question means, do you profess the doctrine of Christ?" 

"What does confess mean? Of course I profess it! That is, I'm not making a lively use of it 
right now, but quite naturally I'm a Christian!" 

"Well, then you know the evidence!" 

"Why?" 

"I mean the evidence given to us by Jesus Christ through his whole personality, his life, 
his teaching, his suffering and his death!" 

"How?" asked the baron, stretched, with astonishment borderinghorror "Surely, as a 
modern man, you do not believe in the fables that Christ really lived?" 

"Believe? Why do I have the choice to believe in the existence of Christ or not? You 
might as well ask me if I believe in the reality of the sun. A whole world collapsed under the 
appearance of Christ, a whole new world was born of Him, and you doubt that He really lived? 
Not to speak oftestimony of the Gospels and the eye-witness testimony of John, which even 
skepticalscience recognizestoday! But well! Let us take another example. For example the 
Christian martyrs or Giordano Bruno or if you want to leave Christianity completely, think of 
Socrates. Or do you also doubt that Socrates lived and died for his conviction?" 

"Socrates is undoubtedly a historical figure, and that he died for his beliefs is also certain. 
But what does that prove?" 

"This proves that the invisible world has as much practical reality as the visible one! Yes, 
a far higher and stronger reality, because otherwise it would not be able to carry off the victory 
over the visible world! 

"Surely this proves, at most, that these peopleperishedfrom foolishfictions!" 

"You stick to mere words instead of facts!" continued Hermann Kampfer with 
unflinching equanimity. "Whether you call what enabled people to lay down their lives for their 
convictions fiction or foolishness, conviction or duty or anything else, the fact remains that 
there was alive in them a force to which the outside world was subject. And in the simplest 
volunteer, who spills his blood for the fatherland, something outrageously real must be alive, 


against which the sensual world simply shatters, no matter whether he is aware of it or not! 
With which words you call this, it does not matter at all! Force can be overcome only by force! 
The real only through the real! Being only through being!" 

"You must realize that!" exclaimed Elisabeth with flaming cheeks to her fiancé. 

"Nothing at all I have to realize! Absolutely nothing! This is all crazy stuff! I ask to be 
allowed to recommend me!" 

With these words, the Baron stood up, highly agitated and annoyed, kissed the hand of 
the Kommerzienratin and his bride, and very coolly said goodbye to Hermann. He met the 
Kommer- zienratin's request to stay after all with the assurance that he had no time, that he had 
to go to a conference at the ministry. 

Elisabeth made no attempt to hold him back, and even seemed pleased about his 
departure. But when Hermann also wanted to recommend himself, she asked him briskly to 
continue the conversation. 

Hermann was only too happy to accept this sincere invitation. 

Elizabeth asked him totellhersomething more abouthis view ofpersonality of Christ. What 
she had heard in the 
The religious instruction she had received on this subject had been so boring and inadequate 
that she had not been able to gain any inner sympathy for the matter. 

Hermann gladly fulfilled their request. But when he asked for a New Testament, in order 
to explain his view on the basis of the living words of Christ, it turned out that the book of God 
was not available at all in the commercial house. Elisabeth turned fiery red when, after a long 
search, she returned with this admission. 

Hermann therefore contented himself at first with explaining to the two ladies the 
difference between the synoptic Gospels and that of John, and made the suggestion that instead 
of Plato, they should first read the Gospels together, since these were the main basis for the 
doctrine of immortality, to which Plato appeared only as an inconsequential rhapsody. 

The proposal was enthusiastically received, and Hermann departed with a foreboding of 
unspeakable future happiness. 


16. 


When Hermann appeared punctually for tea the next day, the Baron was not yet there. 
They didn't wait for him either, since his unpunctuality was part of the daily routine, and when 
he still didn't show up after taking tea, Elisabeth said impatiently, "Let's get started!" 

Hermann hadbroughthis own hand copy of the New Testament It was a Greek-German 
edition. The original Greek text was on one side, the German translation on the other. He loved 
to read certain passages, whose tone and color could not be reproduced even by the best 
translation, in the original Greek text. 

Now he read to the two ladies the good news that God is our Father and we are His 
children. That our immortal soul, created from the love of God, but having become apostate 
from the love of God, is bound in this earthly body bondage. 


to find his way back to God through suffering, experience and insight. That we children of God 
should love each other with the same love with which God loves us, and that love is the first 
and last and only one of all commandments, which includes all others in itself. That only insight 
and contemplation into this deep innerconnection with God and therefore selflessness and 
readiness to helpour brothers and sisters, love, love and only lovecanbring us salvationallow us 
tofind our way back tothe divine home from which we originated and which we have lost 
through our own fault by the arroganceand blindness of our will which was freely created by 
God Again and again we have to be born in the flesh until we are purified and purified and 


become perfect again, as God's love had created us perfect. 

Hermann read with a melodious, even, powerful voice, which swelled like an organ tone 
and increased to a stormy roar in those powerful passages that shake the reader like the thunder 
of the primeval world: 

"Father, I will that where I am, they also which thou hast given me may be with me, that 
they may behold my glory which thou hast given me: for thou lovedst me before the foundation 
of the world. Righteous Father, the world does not know you, but I know you, and these know 
that you have sent me. And I have made known unto them thy name, and I will make it known; 
that the love wherewith thou lovest me may be in them, and I in them." 

And: 

"These things have I spoken unto you, that in me ye might have peace. In the world ye 
have trouble and fear; but be of good cheer, I have overcome the world." 

"I went out from the Father and came into the world; and again I am now leaving the 
world and returning to the Father." 

"And now you, Father, transfigure me with yourself with the clarity that I had with you 
before the world was." 

The two women could not escape the tremendous impression of these cosmic primeval 
words, their unheard-of self-assurance. Hermann intensified the effect even more by repeating 
them in the sounds of the original language. They may have sounded even more elementary and 
powerful in the Aramaic in which Jesus spoke them. 

Silently and moved, the women listened. After a while, Elizabeth asked how it could be 
that we did not bring any memory of our spiritual life, which we had already led before birth, 
into the world. 

That is the meaning and purpose of this life, Hermann replied, that we have to start all 
over again, in order to reach through work and experience, through pain and suffering, a new 
insight into our actual destiny in the hereafter, and thus to come to a turning back and 
conversion.Butare by no meanswithout any memory of our spiritual past life! It lies only in the 
subconscious, and often it flashes and twitches through our mind like a presentiment! The more 
internalized and spiritualized a man is, the more conscious are also his relations to the world 
beyond, from which we originate. Plato pointed out these relations long before Christ. He even 
goes so far as to say that all our sensations and thoughts, ideas and concepts are only more or 
less clear memory images from the spiritual world in which we lived before our birth. One must 
imagine that through our incarnation, as it were, a veilis spreadover our memory ofworld 
beyond, whichless densestage of development of the incarnating spirit The more spiritual and 
ingenious a man is, the thinner and more transparent is this veil. One can assume, said 
Hermann, that with Jesus, who had never abused the freedom of his will to turn away from God 
- in contrast to the rest of us "sons of God", as Jesus himself calls us - this veil had remained as 
fine as cobwebs, 
that even as a man he had an almost unclouded memory of his life before the Incarnation, yes, 
that it rose to clear seeing in certain heightened moments. For the purpose of his incarnation 
was not to cleanse and purify himself in order to find the way back to God, but to bring us the 
message of the Father, to make us aware of the meaning and goal of this existence on earth and 
to be a powerful example for us. The view, which is still held by many Christians today, that 
Jesus, through his suffering and death, offered God a sacrifice of atonement for our sins and 
thereby obtained, as it were, a kind of general pardon for all sinful humanity, is, of course, only 
an uncritical transfer of barbaric Old Testament ideas to the teachings of Christ. first Christians, 
caught up inJewishideas, were not yet able to comprehend the outrageous selflessness of Jesus' 
life and suffering as an example They could not free themselves from the Jewish concept of 
"business" associated with sacrifice. Jesus himself never taught such things, but repeatedly 
pointed out that he had come to give us an example The vengeful and acquisitive Jewish god 


Yahweh could well be reconciled by sacrificial offerings and made inclined to conclude new 
deals. But what sense should such sacrifices and now even death sacrifices have towards our 
God, who is our father and love? 

"How splendidly you bring all this into natural and easily comprehensible connection!" 
exclaimed Elisabeth enthusiastically. "Now I see all that which wewere told and taught inschool 
in such an incomprehensibleand contradictory way, all at once in a completely new and clear 
light!" 

The commercial counsellor expressed herself somewhat more doubtfully. She asked 
whether Hermann also believed in the healing and miraculous deeds of Jesus. 

"But most certainly!" replied Hermann. "What do we mean by a "miracle"? That's what 

we call any event that seems to contradict the laws of nature as we know them. But do we know 
all the laws of nature and all the forces of nature? New ones are discovered all the time! 
Yesterday I explained to you how completely vanishing our knowledge of nature is only and 
will always be! An event appearing to us as a miracle would lose all miraculousness, if the 
forces and laws were known to us, according to which it takes place. If a magnet lifts a piece of 
iron contrary to the laws of gravity into the height, a person who has never heard anything of a 
magnet would at first address this phenomenon as a "miracle". That Jesus, who stood in such 
intimate connection with the Father and the spiritual world and all powers and forces of 
existence, had a completely undreamt-of knowledge also of the forces and laws of nature, is 
surely comprehensible without further ado! Such healing and miraculous deeds are reported not 
only by him, but also by others of his contemporaries, yes, we know such reports from the 
history and literature of all peoples and times. Much of it may be poetry, and also in the 
evangelical reports about the healing and miraculous deeds of Jesus truth and poetry may be 
interwoven. But we still experience todayin individual people forces and powers are active 
which seem to contradict the laws of nature known to usfacts of suggestion and hypnosis, of 
somnambulism and spiritualism, of spiritual remote and magnetichealing effects,no longer be 
doubted Our exact science already begins to deal with them seriously and by no means only in a 
negative sense! That our one-sided materialistic science and its daily pressattach their doubting 
and scornful remarks and considerations to such phenomena, is not surprising, because the 
whole world view and rule of those sensualist circles must collapse, if it is proved that there is 
an afterlife and a continuation of our existence after our death It is understandable that these 
facts and phenomena caused by supersensible forces give uneducated and profit-hungry people 
the opportunity to lie and deceive. 
But today no prudent and unprejudiced man of science can pass by the truth of its core. 
amusingenough to see with what stubbornness the materialists stiffen on their inadequate way 
of explanation!By accepting arbitrary presuppositions and tastes, by setting up new learned 
word monsters and conceptual scaffolds,they imagine to "explain" facts, instead of correcting 
their rigid and outlived ideas! Our old master Goethe has already made fun enough of this sort 
of scholars and researchers: 


"For just where concepts are lacking, there a word presents itself at the right time!" 


But already Jesus fought in vain against these eternally unteachable letter riders and rigid 
dogmatists and even fell victim to them." 

"Jesus? Why? Who are you talking about?" asked Elizabeth eagerly. 

"T mean the Jews, of course." 

A flaming blush poured over the young girl's beautiful face, and the Kommerzienratin 
also seemed embarrassed. But Hermann paid no attention. 

"But Jesus himself was a Jew!" said Elizabeth. 

"Jesus a Jew?!" retorted Hermann briskly. "Rather, an eagle might escape a clutch of 
crow's eggs, or a hyena give birth to a lion!" 


But in the Gospels the whole Jewish family tree ofthe Savior is mentioned," interjected 
the merchant councilwoman in the utmost amazement 

"This is of course a pious rewriting of the evangelist, who is still completely under the 
spell of the Jewish Old Testament. You can see that already from the fact that in the gospel of 
Luke a completely different family tree is found than in the gospel of Matthew. But even if the 
Jewish descent of Jesus would be notarially attested by all 42 families mentioned there, then I 
would rather consider these 42 notaries as crooks or 


for victims of a swindle than that I could believe in the Jewish descent of Jesus." 

The two ladies looked at Hermann in amazement. But he continued unperturbed: 

"Just visualize the irreconcilable spiritual contrast between Jesus and the Jews from the 
beginning of his appearance until his death! Just listen how he thunders against the Pharisees 
and scribes, these archetypes of racial Judaism!" 

And Hermann reached for the Gospel of Matthew and read from the 23rd chapter the 
wrath-flashing speech that rains down like rain of fire on the "breeding of serpents and vipers." 

"Can you imagine a more abysmal gulf than that which yawns between his and the Jewish 
thinking and feeling? Jesus completely inwardness, selflessness and truthfulness, the Jews the 
embodied outwardness, selfishness and mendacity! They stick to the rigid letter of a law 
directed to all transitoriness. He carries his law, aiming at the eternal and imperishable, 
unwritten in his breast! Jesus directing all senses and longings, thinking and acting to the inner 
world, the Jews hanging on money and gold and evendegradingthe temple of God to a place of 
exchange and us, indulging only in the miserable moment, simply incapable of following his 
high flight of feelings and thoughts! Jesus teaching a God who is our kind father, the 
fountainhead of all love and mercy, the Jews forming a God who mercilessly insists on the 
literal fulfillment of a purely business contract, for which he promises them good profit under 
the condition that he himself will have a ten percent share in it. Whatnotthis horrible, vengeful, 
profiteering Jew-God promised to his "chosen" people! "All the nations of the earth you shall 
devour, and you shall not spare them!" (Deut. 7:16.) "Strangers shall build thy walls, and their 
kings shall serve thee!" (Isa. 60:10-12.) "Thou shalt gather up the milk of all nations, and the 
breasts of kings shall suckle thee!" (Isa. 60, 16.) "Strangers shall 
stand and feed your flocks, and foreigners shall be your husbandmenand your vinedressers! The 
goods of the nations you will consume and make their glory your glory!" (Isa. 61, 5-6.) "In the 
strangers you may usurp, but not in your brother, that Yahweh may bless you in all that you 
undertake in the land whither you come to possess it!" (Deut. 23:20.) Etc. Open the Old 
Testament at any place you like, everywhere the religious thinking of the Jews is revealed, 
which is directed to deceit and fraud, business and profit'And Jesus opposes this insatiable 
greed for greed and power with the simple confession: "My kingdom is not of this world. 

Jesus himself soon realized that the Jews were incapable of understanding his teachings. 
There are numerous passages in the Gospels that show how painful it was for him to find 
greater understanding among the Gentiles than among them. The Canaanite woman, the 
centurion of Capernaum are examples of this. So he also soon sent his disciples to the lands of 
the Gentiles, while he had originally commanded them to enter "no Gentile road and no 
Samaritan city", but to convert the "lost sheep of the house of Israel". Last but not least, the 
insight forced itself upon him that the kingdommust be taken awayfrom the "chosen" people 
and given to the heroes! "The sons of the kingdom will be thrown out into the darkness outside" 
(Matth. 8, 12.). In the Gospel of John, the Jews are constantly spoken of as strangers. 

This irreconcilable spiritual contrast between Jesus and the Jews can only be explained 
and understood from the contrast of their race, because the kind of our feeling and thinking 
stands now once in most intimate relationship and interaction tothe kind of our blood and 
nervous materialAs a blackthornalways bears sloes and never apples or pears, so the delicious 
fruit of Jesus' teaching can never have grown on Jewish stock And in fact there is a whole series 


of clues, even proofs for the fact that Jesus is not a Jew but an Aryan or what is the same, an 
Indo-German. 
was. He was a Jew only by his upbringing and his religious confession, but never by his race! 

Hints of this can already be found in the Gospels. Jesus came from the northern province 
of Galilee, which has always stood in ethnic contrast to Judea. The prophet Isaiah already calls 
this landscape the "Galilee of the Gentiles", and the word "Galilee" itself means "Gentile 
region". The Galileans were recognizable in Judea by their peculiar pronunciation. "You are a 
Galilean, for your pronunciation betrays you!" says the maid to Peter. Because of their peculiar 
sounding pronunciation, which aroused laughter among the Jews, the Galileans were also not 
allowed as readers in the synagogues. They were not able, for example, to speak the Jewish 
guttural sounds, just as the Jews, converselycannot cope withour Aryan tongues The Galileans 
are said to have been completely unable to learn Hebrew. This linguistic inability, however, is 
based on a racially conditioned difference in the construction of the larynx. The words with 
which Nathanael greets Philip's message in John's Gospel, "What good can come out of 
Nazareth?", which apparently form a standing expression, also point to a sharp contrast between 
Judea and Galilee. 

But that the basic population of Galilee was not of Jewish race is historically beyond 
doubt. The Jews had advanced from south to north in Palestine. But not even the countryside of 
Samaria, lying between Galilee, was completely Judaized in Jesus' time, and the Samaritans 
were regarded by the Jews as strangers and unbelievers. To accept a piece of bread from a 
Samaritan was considered by the Jews the same as if he had eaten pork. Jesus' well-known 
parable also points to the contrast between Jews and Samaritans. The northern border province 
of Galilee, the "Heidengau", was already regarded as a foreign country by the Jews.This 
landscape was already so little inhabited by Jews in King Solomon's time thatcededtwenty 
GalileancitiesKing Hiram of Tyreas payment for materials that Hiram needed to build the 
temple in Jeru- 
salem had delivered. This process would have beenquite inconceivableview of the 
ethniccohesion of the Jews if these cities had been inhabited by children of the chosen In the 
following centuries, Aryan blood was repeatedly transplanted to northern Galilee: In the eighth 
century B.C., the Assyrian rulers Sargon and Tiglat- Pilaser sent the Mede prince Dejokes as a 
prisoner to the Sea of Galilee. Shortly thereafter, even all of Galilee, including Samaria, was 
settled by Assyrian colonists. This ruler andmaster people, however, stood in close relationship 
to the Indo-Aryans and must be addressed as a Semiticized pre-wave of the Indo-Germanic tide 
of peoplesIts literary andartistic monuments, which go back to ancient Aryan intellectual 
propertyno doubtthis It had originated from the purely Aryan Sumero-Akkadians, who were 
flooded by Semites and merged with them. They were also the ones who supplied the Jews with 
the foundation stones for the building of the Old Testament, which they, in their 
unimaginativelysober way, made suitable for their special purposes, by stripping the Aryan 
myths of their deep symbolism and degrading them to a trivial chronicle They were simply 
incapable of grasping their symbolic sense of eternity. The history of creation, the legend of the 
Flood, even the psalms and the consecration songs of the Old Testament have their origin and 
models in the Babylonian-Assyrian literature, in which they were already contained thousands 
of years before the origin of the Jewish Bible!The fall of man, man and woman and serpent 
under the tree of knowledge, winged angels are already thousands of years before origin of the 
Bible on Babylonian-Assyrianclay tablets pictorially represented, likewise floating deitiesand 
winged sun wheels, demons and devils!"’) 

"That's amazing!" exclaimed Elizabeth. "And we are brought up to believe that the Jews 
are the creators of these foundations of the Christian religion! Why don't they enlighten us 
about this?" 

"Yes, why!" interjected Hermann. "This is probably omitted for the same reason for 


which one does not want to admit that Jesus himself was not a Jew. One fears for the 
international authority of the church without considering that nothing undermines the authority 
more than the fearful concealment of the truth. This is not wise, for truth cannot be stopped and 
the Church has itself to blame if the best spirits defect from it. For us Germans it is really not 
the same to know that Jesus was of Indo-Germanic stock! But for this all ethnic conditions were 
given. Because that beside and under the Syrian-Hittite peoples also an Indo-Germanic people 
was resident in Palestine, goesout from the Bible without any doubt!" 

"What people do you mean?" asked Elisabeth in amazement. 

"The Amorites," Hermann replied. "Camehu, the people of the north country," they are 
called in the Egyptian documents. East of the Jordan they had founded a powerful empire with 
which Israel was in constant struggle. They were tall blond, blue-eyedpeople of fair 
complexionThe preserved pictures remind of the portraits of Germanic princes As "giants" 
these "sons of Enaks" are called by the scouts of Moses, and as "people of great length." "Like 
locusts" the scouts felt toward them (Genesis, 13). I am inclined to think them a southern 
branch of the noble Sarmatians native to the Black Sea, whose tribe in later centuries produced 
the Goths. These Amorites also formed an essential part of the Philistines, who had also already 
received Aryan blood from the Hellenes. Of their people was the brave Goliath, who challenges 
the Israelites to a chivalrous duel, but is struck down by the treacherously hurled stone. Also the 
"sons of Raphas", of whom the second book Samuelis tells, who carried gigantic spears and 
heavy brazen armor, were of the same tribe. Just as Germanic tribes could only be defeated by 
Germanic tribes, so Amorites and Philistines could only be defeated by their own kind. Israel 
did not become master of them until it had succeeded in defeating the Amori- 
tic tribe of the Gittites for voluntary allegiance. The city of Jerusalem is an Amorite foundation. 
The king of Jerusalem who goes against Joshua is an Amorite, and the prophet Ezekiel calls out 
to the city of Jerusalem, "By origin you are a Canaanite; your father was an Amorite, your 
mother a Hittite!" was only with the help of the Philistines that David even managed totake the 
throne After their defeat, they formed the nucleus of his troops and supplied him with army 
commanders and generals, as the Germanic tribes later did for the Romans. The Aryan element 
of the Amorites and Philistines is still effective in the Jews to this day. The blondness of some 
old Jewish families goes back to this blood mixture. 

Add to this the fact that in the last centuries before Christ there was a lively Greek 
immigration throughout Palestine, which particularly benefitedthe more accessible and fertile 
Galilee Alexander the Great had also populated nearby Samaria with Macedonians. Through 
these immigrations, numerous Aryan proselytes were brought to Judaism. In the Maccabean 
period there were even high priests who bore Greek names! Yes, scholars have raised the 
question whether Jesus did not speak Greek! Also, the Gaulish train that crossed the Hellespont 
in the third century Bwandered throughAsia Minorand finally founded the colony of Galatians 
at the Halys, may very well have brought new Aryan blood to Galilee as well As mercenaries, 
these Gauls also easily found their way there. 

turnpagan population of Palestine into Jewish cowas now the hot endeavor of the Jewish 
priests and prophets How cleverly they went about it is known from the 2nd book of Kings. 
After the Babylonian captivity, which now resulted in the pure breeding of the Jewish race, the 
racial antagonism between Jews and Galileans had become so great that a marriage between 
them was considered unthinkable. Even in the time of the Maccabees, that is, one and a half 
centuries before Christ, it was so strong that the few Jews who had in the meantime immigrated 
to Galilee were gathered by Simon the Maccabee and led back to Judea all together.Galilee was 
therefore completelyof Jews150 years before Christ's birthBut even during Christ's lifetime the 
ethniccontrast between Galilee and Judeawasso extreme that Herod Antipas did not succeed, 
either by promises or by force, in attracting Jewish settlers to the city of Tiberias on the Sea of 
Galilee, which he had founded These facts alone make it seem impossible that Jesus was a Jew 


by race. 

That he was of pure Aryan stock, however, becomes an unequivocal certainty on the 
basis of the mental analysis. This is, like the aqua regia in chemistry, the sharpest means of 
testing the race. 

To consider Jesus a Jew and the Jews the founders of our Christian religion is one of the 
great and fatalthoughtlessnesses of world history!*) Jesus was no more a Jew than was that 
Galilean Ezekia, who during Caesar's lifetime in Galilee revolted against the slavery of the 
Jewish doctrine, or like the famous Judas the Galilean, who some decades before Christ 
proclaimed: "God alone is Lord, death indifferent, freedom one and all!" or like his sons, who 
were crucified as seditionists dangerous to the state! Or like that Galilean Menahem, who 
destroyed the Roman garrison of Jerusalem in Nero's time and was executed for it by the Jews 
under the pretext that he had pretended to be the Messiah! Or like that Galilean John of 
Gischala, a town at the extreme northern border of Galilee, who led the desperate defense of 
Jerusalem against Titus, or like that Galilean hero Eleazer, who for years after the destruction of 
Jerusalemstillentrenched himself in the mountains with a small troop and finally killed with his 
followers first women and children and then himself Does such behavior correspond to the 
Jewish way? The Jews, wherever they were in Alexandria and Rome, knew then, just as they do 
today, how to get on well with their gentile governments and to find their advantage as peddlers 
and dawdlers, merchants and moneylenders, scholars and lawyers, racketeers and actors. But to 
offer hopeless resistance to the death in order to save honor and conscience, that is truly not the 
Jewish way! 

There is now an important document which also throws lightning-like light on the origin 
of Jesus' father city Nazareth. Pliny tells about the "Nazarini" in the area of the Caucasus. Their 
descendants are the Nossair, who still live in Lebanon, that is, in the mountains bordering on 
Galilee to the north., however, belong to that Aryan sect of the Sufibelieving themselvesone 
with Godconsidered themselves to be sinless and lords over all things Everything speaks for the 
fact that those "Nazerini" were it, who founded Nazareth as city or order sanctuary. The name 
Nazareth shows no other word relationship, while numerous other place and river names of 
Palestineare relatedothers of the Mediterranean areaeven synonymous Thus the word Dan in 
Jordan returns also in many river names of the Kazan area, in Don, Diina, Donau, Donez, 
Rhodanus, Eridanus. Also the transfiguration mountain Tabor is not Jewish at all! In Greek it is 
called Artabtirios and occurs exactly in such a way also on Rhodes! 

Whoever takes a critical look at all these historical, ethnic and linguistic connections in 
combination with spiritual analysisis forced to the certainty that Jesus could not possibly have 
been a Jewis no doubt for me that the Savior had chosen the tribe of those Sarmatian Amorites 
for his embodiment, that from their noble Gothic blood his spirit formed the body in which he 
walked on earth* to bring the good news of the Father to men. Only a body of the purest and 
most highly developed race was able to supply its soul with the instrument on which it could 
sound its supernatural notes. In a body of a less noble race they would have been suffocated or 
only imperfectly and distortedly expressed. 

The disciples of Jesus were also Galileans except for one! To leave home and family, 
fortune and business, in order to follow an inner profession, a breadless ideal, no Jew can 
manage that until today. The only Jew among Jesus' disciples was Judas Iscariot, and he 
betrayed him for money! 

Just as Jesus and his faithful disciples were not Jews, neither were most of the prophets of 
the Old Testament! That Judah made the peoples "interestable" to itself, of it is spoken in the 
Bible everywhere. From the prophets speaks the voice of despair of the exploited, established 
race against the foreign Jewish oppressors. °) 

The story of Jacob and Esau, which is told in the 1st book of Moses, is clear proof that 
two different races lived in Canaan. The land of Canaan itself is symbolized in the mother 


Rebekka. "Two peoples are in your body, and two kinds of people will separate from you One 
people will be superior to the other, and the older will serve the younger." Esau, the older, 
hunter-farmer, is, according to the Bible's account, "reddish and all rough, like a skin." Jacob, 
the younger, is "smooth" and "stayed in the huts." He did not go therefore to the hunt anddid 
notwork thefield, but drove his being "in the huts" Esau, word-same with Edom, symbolizes the 
settled tribe of the Aryan pre-population, which is designated here with the collective name of 
the Edomiter, Jacob the tribe of the immigrated Jews. Jacob means in Aramaic the rogue, the 
deceiver! He uses the hunger of Esau tocheathim for a lentil dish of his birthrightand the Jew- 
god Yahweh helps him! The allegory says that he took Esau's right of inheritance, his claims to 
his father's house and farm for a dish of lentils, we would say for a sandwich. Of course, 
fraudulentlytaking advantage of Esau's plight, because no one will voluntarily sell his paternal 
inheritance rights for a lentil soup This is the well-known method that Jacob's descendants 
practice on our peasants to this day. They use the need of the gentile to sell his movable and 
immovable property. 
Possession, to pledge himself. But Jacob is not satisfied with Esau's one deception. He also 
steals from him the fatherly blessing with the help of his resourceful mother Rebekah. And 
when Esau comes home and asks now for his part for the blessing of the blind father, there the 
outwitted father can give him only the comfort that he will have part "of the dew of heaven 
from above". "From now on, he must live on his sword and serve his younger brother! What 
profoundwords! The promise, however, that Esau received from his father has a final sentence 
that is no less meaningful! "It shall come to pass, if thou exert thyself, thou shalt shake off his 
yoke from thy neck!" And Esau did exert himself. Since he was cheated of all legal titles by 
Jacob, there was nothing left for his deliverance but brute force: he wanted to strangle his 
supposed brother Jacob! Not slain with his good sword, but strangled! The furor teutonicus 
against the slippery sneak had finally awakened in him. But the mother Rebekka immediately 
raised a loud cry for her heart's son Jacob, as always when someone bruised by the Jews tries to 
defend his skin. Nowadays the "Berliner Tageblatt' and the "Frankfurter 
Zeitungwouldimmediately accuse Esau of "anti-Semitism" and "religious intolerance" But since 
Esau could not take a joke, she helped her darling to flee as quickly as possible to her brother 
Laban. Esau, freed from Jacob, finally got on a green branch and lived in happiness and peace. 
Jacob, however, continued to lie and deceive even in a foreign country, and his God Yahweh 
faithfully helped him in this, always, of course, in return for the agreed participation of ten 
percent. Even his father-in-law Laban he plucked quite properly. With Yahweh's help, he 
performed the well-known hocus-pocus on Laban's flockswith the pied and non-pied lambs and 
thus brought the good half of Laban's property to himself But Laban was well worthy of his 
wily son-in-law Jacob. With his two daughters Rachel and Leah, as is well known, he nepped 
himbadly In which delightful way, is from the further Er-. 
The idyllic family life described there sheds a pleasantly clear light on patriarchal conditions. 
The idyllic family life described there sheds a pleasantly clear light on patriarchal conditions. 
Jacob, however, became "rich beyond measure" and soon had every reason to run away 
again. Trusting in the generosity of his brother Esau, he decided to return home, not without 
taking with him the golden household gods of his father-in-law Laban. When Esau learned of 
his approach, he went to meet him with four hundred men. It is not clear from the biblical 
narrative whether with good or bad intentions. Jacob, pushing his wives and children before 
him as a shield, came to meet him, serving and bowing down, offering gifts and beautiful 
speeches. And there Esau in his blond guilelessness committed the same mistake, we can 
calmly say the same stupidity, which we Aryans commit against the Jews again and again for 
thousands of years: we do not become wise by harm and fall again and again for the Jewish 
tricks and whistles. Esau said to him, "I have enough, my brother, keep what you have," and 
magnanimously took him back. Then Jacob had free play again and his old practices flourished 


and prospered among his children and his children's children under the constant and copious 
help of Yahweh, the God of the Jews, to this day. 

The Old Testament is an unambiguous diary of these Jewish lies and deceptions °) and we 
are taught in school that it is the foundation of the New Testament and Jesus Christ is its 
fulfiller!On the contrary, Jesus is the destroyer of the Old Testament and of the business 
glorified there, the destroyer and crusher of the whole Jewish materialism, of the historical 
foundations of Judaism composed of the lowest greed for greed for possessions and selfishness, 
greed for domination and power! Without the appearance of the Aryan Jesus of Nazareth these 
would have remained the foundations for the further development of the whole mankind! The 
Old Testament principle "an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth" had to be eradicated, if mankind 
should enter the higher districts of spirituality. Jesus has this 
The teachings of Jesus have been eradicated and selfless love has taken the place of 
selfishness.If this is not yet the general basis of morality and society and of mankind, it is 
largely due to the fact that the teachings of Jesus were artificially grafted onto Judaism and 
saturated with Judaism by his disciples, who were still completely caught up Thus the Jewish 
dragon, which Christ had slain, awoke to new life and the Jew in us and around us we are not 
rid of to this day. Is the division of Christianity into different confessions and sects based on 
something other than the remnants of Judaism, which were taken over from the Old Testament 
by the church? The division of German Christianity, to which we owe the whole lamentation of 
our inner discord, begins at the most trivial of the trivial! And Jews and Jewish comrades 
triumph in this! 

That Jesus of Nazarethisthe destroyer of the historical foundations of Judaism, the Jews 
feel only too clearly in their sure racial instinct, and therefore they put him to the cross, and 
therefore they persecute him and his confessors up to the present day with indelible hatred! ’) 
The Talmud, the law-book of the Jewish religion, which is still obligatory for the Jews today, 
occupies Jesus Christ with such foul terms that a Christian tongue resists to pronounce them. 
He calls the Christians "cattle" who are outside the law! *) Also in the Shulchan-aruch, the 
newer law book of the Jewish religion, they are repeatedly compared with the animal, whose 
meat consumptionforbidden to the Jews’) Adultery with a Christian woman is allowed, because 
she is not a man, but an animal! '°) Talmud and Shulchan-aruch contain countless instructions 
to harm and exploit the Christians. Lying and fraud, theft and embezzlement, even assassination 
of a Christian is not only allowed, but in certain cases even prescribed! '') Perjury is permitted, 
if thereby a Jew can be evaded the judicial punishment! ') Every year at the Day of 
AtonementJewish community prays together under great 
The Kolnidre prayer, by which all oaths and oaths to be taken in the coming year are declared 
invalid in advance! '*) And such a religion waselevatedour German fatherland to a state religion 
on an equal footing with the Christian! One grasps one's head and wonders how such a thing 
was possible! It can only be explained by the fact that Christians do not read the Old Testament 
with open eyes and that the true essence of the Jewish religion has remained completely 
unknown to them. Jewish religious laws written in Hebreware kept strictly secret by the Jews 
and all attempts to arrange for a German translation by the stateso far been successfully 
thwarted'*) 

Each race has the religion peculiar to its nature! Christianity, originated in the midst of 
the Jewish people, is rejected by the Jews to this day. Individual proselytes prove nothing, quite 
apart from the fact that such conversions from Judaism to Christianity are usually made only for 
practical advantages and not out of inner conviction. ') Where whole Semitic communities 
have converted to Christianity, as in Syria, Mesopotamia, and northern and southern Arabia, 
Christianity has not persisted, and most of these Christian communities have disappeared again 
in those regions. Only a few hundred thousand Nestorians and some Christian Arabs of Syria 
remain. Converselyonly Jewsprofess the Jewishreligion in the main The conclusion cannot be 


avoided that the personality and teachings of Christ were and are felt to be foreign to the nature 
of Semitism. "You resemble the spirit you understand!" 

The bearers of the Christianity are quite essentially the Aryans, namely the occidental 
Indo-Europeans! All other races, which have professed Christianity, do not yet make up one 
twelfth of the total number of all Christians! With the non-Aryan exceptions it is to be 
considered furthermore that the Hungarians and Finns have a lot of Slavic 
and German, i.e. Aryan, blood into themselves, that the Negroes and Indians of necessity 
succumbed to the culture of their conquerors and thus to Christianity, but that Christianity has 
hardly penetrated skin-deep into these peoples and that any deeper and active participation on 
their part is missing. 

Brahmanism has never conquered other peoples than Hindu. word of Zarathustra has 
spread only among the Persians The teaching of Confucius has always been limited to East 
Asia. The Buddhatum made claim to redeem all the peoples of the earth. But after a victorious 
run of more than two thousand years, it hasgained validityonly among the people of 
Mongolianblood 

The connection between religion and race everywhere is unmistakable. Only Islam makes 
an apparent exception. But it is not original itself, and therefore its adherents are not either. It 
arose in a country whose population was mixed with Semites, Hamites, Negroes, Persians and 
other racial elements. The Caspian-Aryan Spain, which had completely fallen into Islam under 
the Arab rule, has thrown it off again and has returned to Christianity. 

One may look where one wants, the essence of every race is always reflected in its 
religion! The sobriety of Confucius is the sobriety of the Chinese! The exuberance of Shinto 
reflects the fantastic of the Japanese spirit! Buddha is the Indian-Tibetan dreamer! Yahweh the 
embodied principle of the trivial Jewish materialism! Christ the shaper of the idealism of the 
Aryan, springing from the depths of the soul, tearing apart the deceptive appearance of this 
world, overcoming world and death! Luther the watchful conscience and the ruthless defiance 
of the Northerner, who came to restore the teachings of Christ, falsified by Judaism, to their 
original purity! Unfortunately, however, he stopped at the Old Testament! When will we 
German Christians finally see the new Luther, who will bring the deed of the first Luther to an 
end, un- 

s Christian religion from Judaism and ourselves from the Jew in us and around us, who will cut 
off the head of the Jewish Gorgo once and for all?" 

Now Hermann was silent, and the ladies were silent, too. After a while, Elisabeth silently 
squeezed his hand and left the room in deep agitation. Kommerzienratin also seemed seriously 
moved 

Then the bell rang and shortly afterwards the Baron entered. 

"Well, where's Elli?" he asked in surprise after greeting the Kommerzienratin and bowing 
carelessly to Hermann. 

The councilwoman of commerce remained silent. 

"What do you mean?" he now asked irritably. 

"We have read and the madam has just gone out" said very calmly Hermann 

Then Elisabeth entered again. The baron kissed her hand. She let it happen carelessly. 

"Why are you so late?" she asked calmly, trying tosay anything at all 

"I was on duty, my child. The ministerial councilor wouldn't let me go. You have to 
apologize already!" 

Elizabeth rang the servant and ordered fresh tea for her groom. 

"Don't be angry, Ellichen!" said the baron. "I actually didn't have time. Next time I will 
be more punctual. I promise you." He kissed her hand again. This time, however, she withdrew 
hers. 

Shrugging, the baron sat down and lit a cigarette. 


It was already dawning. 

Quickly Hermann said goodbye, without setting a time for the next reading lesson. 

Elisabeth was agitated in all depths of her heart and soul. At first, she was unable to 
account for what was going on inside her. She had the feeling that she was staggering blindly 
along an abyss into which invisible forcesthreatened topull her down It seemed 
incomprehensible to her that she had not long since fallen into this abyss, and it was as if she 
could, indeed must, fall to her death at any moment. But she clearly felt that help and salvation 
could only come from one person, from Hermann Kampfer. And she also clearly felt that she 
had fallen for this strong blond man body and soul. This was the hero she saw in her dreams, 
the man from whom she longed for children, the husband for whom her blood cried out in her 
sleepless nights. For the first time she had full certainty that she did not love the baron, indeed 
that she had never known the feeling of love at all. But now she knew what love was! But she 
also had no doubt that she would not be able to buy the love of this man drunk with fire with all 
the treasures of the world, if he did not give it to her voluntarily. That she had not remained 
indifferent to him, she had noticed well, that had just irritated her to play her pleasurable game 
with him. But how, if he had now seen through this game! The blush of shame rose hotly in her 
face at the thought. His contempt was then certain, and she had lost him irretrievably, even 
before she possessed him at all! If she had known that her fear was groundless, that he loved 
her and suffered for this love, she would have rushed to him on the spot and thrown herself into 
his arms, given herself to him as his will-less property without regard for society and manners, 
indeed precisely in opposition to them and out of defiance against them. She would have been 
capable of such an elementary deed, and she would have committed it rejoicing. 

The will to live of her mother's pure Germanic blood had been drained by the dark 
chaotic tide from the veins of her 
Father was not diminished, though inhibited in all his nobler instincts. Passion and sensuality, 
lust for pleasure and licentiousness, the remains of our animal development, were elevated by 
this curse-worthy blood mixture, everything great and good, pure and true, noble and 
profound,strivingout of animalism into spirituality,degraded, paralyzed or even suffocated This 
was the curse of sin against the blood, to which it owed its existence. 

Elisabeth had often bitterly felt from the imbalance and volatility of her nature that 
something originally whole in her was broken and corrupted. But it had never occurred to her to 
ask for a cause for this. But now Hermann described to her with such vivid colors the contrast, 
even the hostility of the elements from which her blood was mixed, she began to suspect the 
cause of the half-ness in which she dawned through life. Darkly, she began to feel that she was 
a tarnished creature, and impotently she resisted this increasingly clear realization. Now she 
understood why she had lost any deeper feeling for her father, indeed why she hated him! He 
was to blame for the curse under which her existence stood! But was not her mother also 
guilty? Something unchildlike, hostile also against her mother began to stir in her and 
threatened to increase to no less hatred than against her father. 

The mother did not miss this change in her daughter's mind. Only too clearly did she 
suspect its cause, and when the two women sat next to each other in silence for a long time one 
late afternoon in the twilight hour, and Elisabeth suddenly threw herself around her mother's 
neck, sobbing loudly, she told her the sad circumstances from which her life had sprung. From 
that hour on, Elisabeth felt only more intimately connected with her mother. But the dull 
despair did not leave her. The stain remained and clung to her life, and all the mother's 
blamelessnessand all the mother's love could not erase it There was only one person in the 
whole world who was able to remove the curse from her, and that was Hermann Kampfer, if he 
could 
loved her! His love would wash her clean and tame the demons of half-measures and 
restlessness in her, in his love she would find the power to move mountains and break even the 


barriers of the fatherly blood! Her whole being and being would be detoxified, purified and 
purified and reborn by his love! Unthinkable must be the bliss of becoming good and pure 
oneself in the love of this good, pure man! The drive for ennoblement, deepening and 
internalization had always been alive in her! That is why she hated and despised this 
superficial, flighty, even vicious life of sensuality and pleasure, which she was socially 
condemned to lead, and which she nevertheless could not find the strength to renounce. 
Hermann's love, however, would snatch her away from this maelstrom and satisfy her longing 
for her soul! But her lot would be to degenerate and degenerate spiritually if she became the 
wife of this Jewish baron! How she hated him all at once, and how disgusting seemed to her 
now his striving, in which she had still encouraged him, as she was driven by a desire bordering 
on frenzy to pile higher and higher the balconies of her vain desire for fame and splendor! She 
would now exchange this mendacious life of appearances for the true and genuine life at 
Hermann's side, whose purer and nobler joys filled her with a foreboding bliss. 

A deep inner exultation suddenly came over her. She felt free like an eagle that floats 
calmly and steadily on strong, secure wings over mountains and valleys, ravines and abysses, 
carried by a crash-proof momentum and its own strength, not blinded by the flood of sunlight 
that is its element and its home. But all of a sudden it was again as if her elasticity was tearing 
and as if she were falling into the whirling depths from the light height to which she had soared 
on the wings of her love. Would Hermann, who was so completely of one untainted cast, resign 
himself to her half-heartedness, would he not feel repelled by her, once he saw through her true 
nature? Would he, who was so completely filled with high and pure feelings and thoughts, find 
satisfaction in a creature who was only at home in the lowlands of the life of feelings and 
thoughts and perhaps was no longer capable of asserting its purityand clarity?With a grinning 
grimacereality suddenly stoodbefore her again: she was, after all, her father's daughter and the 
bride of this baron! In a few weeks she would be his wife and for the year the mother of his 
child! 

In this way, the sensations surged up and down in Elisabeth. Especially in the morning, 
when she woke up, they stormed her with power. Tired and weary, she then stayed in bed until 
late in the day, contrary to her usual habit, and had breakfast brought to her bedside, while she 
was usually on horseback by 9 o'clock. 

A few days after that last meeting with Hermann, she had again not gotten up until 
around noon. Almost the whole night through she had not been able to find any sleep.Half 
dressed, however, she had once again succumbed to despair and had thrown herself back on the 
bed, crying bitterly, her face and hands cramping into the pillows In this state the baron 
surprised her. 

He hadtriedin vainreachher by telephone in the last few days He had always received the 
message that the madam was not yet available or had already gone out. Finally, he called 
himself. Since he learned from the servants that Elisabeth had not yet left her rooms and that 
the Kommerzienratin, from whom he could have obtained information, had gone out, he went 
up to Elisabeth's private rooms, angry and worried at the same time. As her soon-to-be husband, 
he believed he had the right to do so. Since he found her neither in her anteroom nor in her 
living room, he knocked first softly, then a little louder at her bed chamber, and when even then 
nothing moved, he carefully opened the door. 

Startled, he called Elisabeth. Only then did she become aware of him. Outraged by his 
audacity, she asked him to leave. He, however, played the tenderly concerned and approached 
her with impudent importunity. She threatened to scream. He paid no attention. But when he 
put his arm around her body and began to cover her free neck with kisses, she wheeled around 
and up as if stung by an adder and ordered him to leave the room on the spot. Highly erect, like 
a Pallas Athena, she stood imperiously before him and pointed with her hand to the door. 

Like a poodle fearing his master's blow with a stick, the baron slipped out the door. When 


he was gone, Elisabeth locked her rooms, sat down quickly at her desk and wrote and sealed a 
short letter. Then she rang her maid's bell and ordered her to have the letter delivered 
immediately to his address by her driver. 

Furious, the baron left the house. Shortly thereafter, Elisabeth's new Mercedes car rattled 
out of the garden gate to Grof-Lichterfeldeto order the letter to Hermann Kampfer 

Hermann, too, could not find peace since that afternoon. But his restlessness was of a 
different kind than that of Elisabeth.He reproached himself most vehemently that hehadonce 
again thoughtlesslylet his feelings and thoughts run wild How his remarks must have hurt and 
outraged the two women! Didn't they have to assume that he presumed to hold up a mirror to 
them and to criticize themselves, their lives and the unfortunate but unchangeablefoundations 
on which they were built? What was he concerned with this life? Was he called to play the 
apostle and, through his daredevil honesty, again and again to lose the favor of the people who 
meant well with him? And it was not even his intention to have a determining effect on the 
conscience of the women! What would have been the point of that! He was not able to change 
the tragic facts! And that the ladiesresentedhis boundless carelessnessand felt it as tactlessness, 
seemed hardly possible, because otherwise they would have asked him to return 
come! But they had omitted this, although originally it had been agreed that he should appear 
daily for tea and read to them! Elisabeth herself had so wished, but with not a syllable had she 
reminded him of this agreement when he left! She had indeed shaken his hand warmly as a 
farewell, and it had seemed to him as if she had held his more intimately and for the thousandth 
part of a second longer than usual. But, of course, he was only imagining this, just as all the 
attentions that the adored beautiful girl showed him, certainly only existed in his imagination 
from that first meeting on Christmas Eve until that last handshake. The last greeting from her 
hand would probably have been that now.For if she had not deliberatelyomitted to remind him 
of the agreement, or if she had only neglected to do so out of carelessness, she would have had 
the invitation in writing again by now, especially since he had not come back. But almost a 
week had now passed without his being remembered. 

Or had she refrained from repeating the invitation out of consideration or even love for 
the baron? A wave of blood rushed into his head at the thought, and involuntarily he clasped 
both hands around the oak side rests of his desk chair, as if to prevent her from committing an 
act of violence. At the same time the whole hopelessness, even sacrilege and ridiculousness of 
his love for Elisabeth appeared before his eyes. He loved the bride of another! Now he began to 
rage against himself anew. 

What did he actually want? To steal his mistress away from the baron, to try to outdo 
him? Who was he compared to the baron! A poor devil, who earned very nice money at the 
moment, but still only an adventurer, who lived from hand to mouth! Admittedly, he dared to 
take on this windy monocle-bearer ten times over as a man and a man! If he had set himself 
similar life goals as this contentless nerd, ten lengths ahead of him he would go through the 
goal! At practical 
He truly did not lack the disposition for life! If he had wanted to live only for the outer world 
and not only for his inner world, he would have been able to climb the highest rungs on the 
ladder of a firmly and securely established state career, if it had been worth his while! But what 
did he care about rank and title and orders and decorations! He wanted to be free! He only 
wanted to serve the inner truth and truthfulness in order to become completely and undividedly 
what he had to become out of the innermost necessity! All the temptations of the world would 
not have been able to throw him off the course which his inner laws prescribed for him! He 
would have gone and would go over dead bodies if these inner goals demanded it of him! Out 
of the self-assured high feeling of his whole undivided, indivisible and indestructible 
personalityhe felt it to be a pitiful disgrace that he even compared himself with this distorted 
image of man And to be compared by others! By others? By whom? He had to confess it to 


himself, from the woman he loved! 

And continuing this chain of feelings, doubts about the inner value of his beloved crept 
up on him anew. It seemed to him almost inconceivable that she should choose this airhead and 
flathead as her husband and the one-time father of her children! What could be so great about 
her? Certainly she was beautiful, beautiful like a goddess! But what was this outer beauty 
worth, if the inner beauty was missing?he not commit anew the mistake he always made in 
judging people, that he unconsciouslyput into othersall that was so great and glowing in his 
own soul? And especially in people he loved? How often had he not wasted his heart there, 
even thrown it away! What painful disappointments had he not already experienced! He had 
always received nothing but empty straw for all that he had given so abundantly! But he did not 
become wise by harm! With a certain malice he grudged himself this new experience from the 
heart. Why hadn't he followed his inner voice, which had never betrayed him, and stayed away 
from this fateful scavenger hunt?Now, as he had foreseen, the barely scarred wound hadbroken 
open anew and was bleeding more profusely than ever If he was not to bleed to death 
completely, it was now necessary to put an end to it quickly and irrevocably. 

With an abrupt jerk he rose and walked up and down in strong excitement. A closed 
motor car drove up. That was Elisabeth'scar! Astonished, he stopped at the window. Was she 
supposed to go and see him herself? Unthinkable! His gaze was fixed tensely on the carriage 
door when the handlebars jumped off. But he did not open it, but turned off the engine. Then he 
took a letter from the leather bag at the side of the driver's seat and went into the house. 

The letter could only be from her, because the Kommerzienrat was not in the house, 
indeed not in Berlin at all. And right! He heard the servant's footsteps, while the driver of the 
carriage was already leaving the house. But he did not board the carriage, but waited. For an 
answer? Or even for himself? 

The report of the servant entering confirmed Hermann's suspicion. 

Hastily he vomited the letter and read: 


"Dear Doctor! 

I need your friendly advice on a personal matter. I would like to ask you to visit me 
as soon as possible and to let me know when I can expect you. I would prefer you to 
come at once. I will have the car waiting for you. Please announce yourself to my mother, 
whom I will inform of my request. 

With warm greetings 
Elisabeth Burghamer." 


Hermann read the letter three, four, five times, undecided what he should answer. He felt 
that once again a momentous decision had been placed in his hands. If he nowrefusedwith any 
excuse, to comply with the request, then he had taken the irrevocable step of 


only and only could give him back his inner freedom and peace. His inner voice clearly told 
him that this was the only right thing to do. He already sat down at his desk and took up his 
pen. He had more than enough reasons for excuses, because the full responsibility for the new 
factory enterprise was on him. A trip to the province lasting several days could not be 
postponed any longer anyway. He could start this journey immediately. He read the letter again. 

"On a personal matter, I need your friendlyadvice." 

It was a request, a heartfelt and urgent request, because its fulfillment was expected as 
soon as possible. Could he, as a man and a man, deny himself this request, which was addressed 
to him by a friendly, even beloved lady? His advice was requested! And moreover in a personal 
matter! No! There was no thinking about it! The simplest knightly duty demanded to fulfill the 
request. 

He rang the servant. The driver should crank, he himself would come immediately. 

While he was still signing some papers, he racked his brains as to what kind of personal 


matter this could be. He stumbled when he realized that Elisabeth was seeking his support and 
not that of her bridegroom. A stream of liquid fire poured down his spine at the thought that the 
beloved girl was obviously appreciating a trust that she did not show to her bridegroom. 

Quickly he put on the overcoat and left. 

With impatience, Elisabeth awaited the return of the car. It took a good five-quarters of 
an hour to get from the Grunewald district to Grof-Lichterfelde and back.She did not doubt for 
a moment that Hermann Kaémpfer would come himself immediately, if hepresent at allnot on a 
business trip But the closer the time came for him to appear, the more anxious she felt. 

She had written the letter to Hermann withoutbeing at all clear about what she actually - 
wanted from him. She had acted only out of the irresistible urge to see him again, accustomed 
to fulfill every wish in an instant. In doing so, she not only followed the course of her heart, but 
also the need to bring order back into her thoughts and feelings. But this could only happen 
through the one who had so powerfully stirred her inner being. She felt as if his blond presence 
had to calm her down and bring her clarity. She had hoped in vain during the last few days that 
Hermann would come by himself, since in the excitement of that hour she had neglected to ask 
him to come back. She was afraid to do so afterwards. For from the moment that this sudden 
love for Hermann had flared up in her, her feminine instinct kept her from doing anything that 
might betray her love. But she had finally succumbed to the peculiarity of the female sex to be 
logical in feeling and insight, but not in action, and had written the letter. closer the moment 
came when Hermann had to arrive, the more passionately she reproached herselfhastily and 
rashly and thus betraying the secret of her heart She blushed fiercely with anger and shame. 
God knows what she would have given if it had been possible to retrieve the letter. 

Involuntarily, she stepped in front of the mirror. How she looked! She hadher 
beautifulhair immediately after the letter had left But in spite of all the cunning feminine arts of 
beauty, she had not succeeded in completely erasing the traces of tears and the excitement on 
her cheeks. She could not possibly receive Hermann like that! And what was she to say to him! 
What "personal matter" should she bother him with! A sudden fear came over her. What should 
she do! Let herself be denied? Feign a sudden indisposition? If at least her mother had still been 
there! She had not even thought of having Hermann conceived by her mother! Only for the sake 
of social form and in consideration of the 
servants, she had asked him for this kind of registration. The whole pointlessness of this 
procedure suddenly became clear to her. And on top of that, she had sent her own car to fetch 
the longed-for man! How foolish that was! How silly! Ridiculous, she had made herself 
completely impossible before Hermann! Of course, she had no idea that Hermann, who lacked 
any deeper experience with women, was thinking quite different thoughts. 

While she was still handling paste and powder at her cleaning table in rage and despair, 
still and always finding something to dab and wipe, she heard the car drive into the garden 
below. She rushed to the window in abject terror. Before the carriage had even stopped, 
Hermann jumped out with a spring and walked briskly toward the staircase of the villa. 

Her heart was beating up to her throat. But now there was no time for hesitation! Now it 
was time to act decisively! 

When the girl told her that Dr. Kampfer wanted to pay his respects to the 
Kommerzienratin, and asked what she should tell him, since the madam had gone out, a saving 
thought flashed into her mind. With perfect external calm, she said, "I will receive the doctor in 
Mama's place." 

Having grown up in the world of social lies, she took refuge in lies, and when Hermann, 
entirely impartial, modestly asked her what he could serve her with, she first thanked him 
warmly for his immediate coming. Then she said, with a manner and certainty, as if she were in 
holy earnest: 

"I would like to educate myself with scientific thoroughness on the issues you recently 


touched upon and intend to study theology for that purpose. I would like to ask you to help me 
draw up my study plan." 

Hermann could hardly believe his ears. How thoroughly he had been mistaken in the 
effect of that reading lesson and even more so in his assessment of Elisabeth! What a grave 
injustice he had done to her! He answered with warmth: 

"There, I find splendid of you, my gracious lady! But you don't need to study theology for 
that! It will be enough if you listen to one or the other lecture. You don't want to become a 
priest, do you?" he added jokingly. 

"Not that, though! But I would like to pursue these studies quite thoroughly, since they 
interest me burning and would like to make my doctoral examination in it also." 

Dumbfounded, Hermann looked at her. Then, after a while, he said, full of admiration at 
the seriousness of her intention: 

"An examination is, however, an excellent means of bringing method and order into 
every study. For those who strive in depthhowever, it is usually an obstacle to choosing the 
course of study freely, according to their own personality The value of an exam is mainly an 
educational one, since it compels us to study even things that are indifferent, even often 
repugnant to us. Should it be your intention to train your mind and character more than to 
enrich your knowledge, I could only agree with your intention. However, I believe that you no 
longer need such training, but only want to expand your mental field of vision. Am I right in 
this?" 

"I would like to leave that to your judgment, Doctor! I'm asking for your advice on that!" 

Elisabeth said this with such unaffected eagerness that Hermann was quite delighted. And 
indeed, under the influence of Hermann's words, her intention to study, which had originally 
been presented only as a white lie, began to change into honest seriousness. When Hermann 
advised her to leave the question of the exam open for the time being and to begin by listening 
to certain lectures, she was so enthusiastic about the plan that she could hardly wait for the 
semester to begin. 

"And if I don't understand something or need your advice in any other way, may I always 
turn to you?" she asked as impartially as possible. A deep blush covered her beautiful face. 

"Of course I am completely at your disposal at any time!" Hermann replied with 
overflowing cordiality 

The Kommerzienratin, returning from a visit to the neighborhood, entered the room. She 
was not at all surprised by Hermann's presence and greeted him with courteousfriendliness 
Enthusiastically, Elisabeth told her of her new plan. Smiling, her mother listened,accustomed to 
her daughter'ssudden and surprising resolutions Without attaching any further importance to the 
matter, she asked Hermann if he would like to stay for lunch. He was only too happy tothe 
invitation 

It was not until late in the afternoon that Hermann Kampfer left the villa in Elisabeth's 
car.That the beloved girl loved him againhe now believed to have certainty! But would this love 
be great and strong enough to want to belong to him? She was, after all, someone else's bride! 
Bliss, pain and doubt wrestled with each other in his chest. 


18. 


From now on, Hermann and Elisabeth were together almost every day. The opportunities 
to do so arose casually. The first thing to do was to draw up the work schedule. Together they 
drove to the university, studied the notices on the bulletin board, and then went through the 
course catalog together at home. Since Elisabeth's studies included not only the theological but 
also the philosophical and natural science faculties, there was a lot to do. When the lectures 
began at the end of October, almost no day went by without Elisabeth calling on Hermann's 


academic supportAll day long they both looked forward to being togetherevening, and this 
anticipatory joy gave their daily work momentum and strengthElisabethrestlessnessincreasingly 
transformedpurposeful calm under Hermann's energetic and clear guidance 


Hermann had postponed his business trip to the provinces as long as possible. But when 
he had to go, the longing of the two knew no bounds. They exchanged cards or lettersdailyand 
when Elisabeth wrote Hermann one day how much she missed his presence, he couldn't stand it 
any longer, interrupted the trip and went back to Berlin Their reunion was a happy one, even 
though they greeted each other like good acquaintances. Even without confessing it to each 
other, both were certain of their mutual love. They found such deep happinessthis unspokenlove 
that they were anxiousto disturb it with a confession, for such a confession would have to bring 
up a question thatabsolutely unsolvableunder the present circumstances 

The Baron was never mentioned between them. Since the day Elisabeth had ordered him 
out of her rooms, he had not been seen again in the villa of the Board of Trade. Elisabeth had 
told her mother about the incident, and she shared her daughter's indignation. Since then, the 
two women had not spoken of Werheim in an unspoken agreement. 

The true nature of the eager intercourse between Hermann and Elisabeth did not remain 
hidden from the Kommerzienratin. First out of maternal weakness, then out of maternal love, 
she had tolerated this increasingly intimate intercourse, then tenderly and considerately 
encouraged it, because the happiness of her child in pain was more important to her. How the 
matter should end, of course, was something she had often been thinking about lately. But she 
let things take their course in the instinctive feeling that something unalterable was at work 
here, the necessary course ofcouldnot be stopped by external influence, but only worsened 

The Baron's shallow nature, impressible only by tangible things, could not even remotely 
imagine how deeply he had hurt Elisabeth. That he could even have lost everything with her, he 
would not have thought possible. Only for tactical reasons did he think it advisable to avoid the 
family of the Kommerzienrat for a while. He considered Elisabeth's indignation to be a nervous 
whim. She would ask for him all by herself and call him one day or, as she often did in the past, 
drive up in front of the ministry to pick him up from work. For him there was only one 
psychology of women, and this culminated in the words of Mephisto that "all the woe and 
misery of women can be cured from one point. He had no other experience with the female sex, 
which he enjoyed to the point of overdrive. He knew only broads, no women. And also the 
ladies of his circles were for him only females in the purely zoologicalsense For German 
womanhood, the foreign-blooded desert son lacked any organ for natural reasons. 

But when several weeks had passed without Elisabeth hearing anything from him, he 
became suspicious. That she was often seen on horseback or in a carriage with Hermann 
Kampfer had occasionally been told to him by his friends. But he had not taken it tragically. On 
the contrary, he saw it as proof of Elisabeth's love, since she obviously wanted to make him 
jealous. However, when such reports became more frequent and his corps brothers even made 
quite insinuating remarks about it, bile rose in his blood. He pondered back and forth how he 
could bring about a meeting and discussion with Elisabeth. 

Then one late afternoon he met the couple on a joint ride on the Charlottenburger 
Chaussee. He had just come from the ministry in the car, which he was driving himself, and 
was very annoyed on official business. The pair of riders presented a splendid picture. In well 
put together trot they came along on the bridle path next to the road embankment. Elisabeth was 
laughing and beaming at Hermann's side, who was obviously telling her a funny story. Many a 
pedestrian stopped and looked after the beautiful couple on the noble animals. 

The baron passed the horsemen in a not too fast ride. He saluted. Elisabeth recognized 
him only when 
he had already passed. Hermann had not noticed the greeter at all, and Elisabeth avoided calling 


his attention to him afterwards. But she became very serious at the sight of the baron, because 
the question, which was for her the question of all questions, suddenly appeared decision 
demanding before her. 

Hermann noticed the sudden silence of his companion. When they turned into a side path 
of the zoo, he laid his horse close to hers, bent over to her anxiously, grasping her hand, and 
asked what was wrong. With a tender look she thanked him and knew how to appease him. 
Then she put her horse into a gallop. 

baron had observed this process, because in suddenly erupting jealousy he had turned 
around and had gone after the couple. Since it now, without having noticed him at all, hurried 
away in the gallop, his jealousy increased to immoderate rage. 

Hermann was not a little surprised toreceivevisit the next day from a government 
assessor, Baron v. Oppenheimer, a retired lieutenantin a guard train battalion He came on 
behalf of Baron v. Werheim to ask him for clarification as to why he did not return his greeting 
yesterday on the Charlottenburg Chaussee. 

Hermann said, very surprised, that he could not remember having seen Baron v. Werheim 
at all during the last weeks. 

This explanation was not sufficient for Baron v. Oppenheimer.He would have toinsista 
regretful writtenstatementbehalf of his client 

When Hermann calmly refused such an imposition, Baron v. Oppenheimer declared that 
"in this case" he had been commissioned by Baron v. Werheim to deliver a challenge to 
Hermann for a duel. He asked for the naming of an impartial to determine the conditions. 

Hermann had trouble not to throw the insolent man out of the door. He controlled 
himself, however, and rejected the request with outward calm, whereupon Baron v. 
Oppenheimerdeparted with a deadpan, but apparently very satisfied mien and a most official 
bow. 

When Hermann informed Elisabeth of this incident, she confessed to him that this 
encounter with Werheim yesterday had been the cause of her sudden upset. But she had had the 
good sense to bring her to a decision. Last night, she had sent Baron von Werheim a registered 
letter declaring that she considered her engagement tohim to be broken off 

"Elisabeth!" 

Hermann was only able to pronounce her name. Then he pulled his beloved to his chest 
and she willingly gave herself to him for the first kiss. 

Baron v. Werheim was furious when his friend, comrade in blood and spirit, Baron v. 
Oppenheimer, delivered Hermann's negative answer. At the same time, however, he breathed a 
sigh of relief.Then he said full of contempt: "It was actually to be expectedthat this plebeian 
would chicken out! Cowardly rabble, this bourgeois rabble!" 

While he was still speaking this, Elizabeth's registered letter arrived 

"Aha!" he said triumphantly, "now she comes!" 

"Just kidding!" Baron v. Oppenheimer agreed with him. "Just don't let go of the reins! 
Then the most sensitive mares chew off! One like the other!" 

Baron v. Oppenheimer kept racehorses. Admittedly, he did not drive them himself, 
because that was not without danger. But he loved to take his comparisons and pictures about 
the "women" from the racing sport if possible. In doing so, he felt very knowledgeable about 
sports and the subject. 

However, when, still smiling with satisfaction at his well-executedcomparison,he 
perceivedhis corps brother's face growing longer and longer, he made, "Nu-n?" 

Wordlessly, he handed him the letter. 

Baron von Oppenheimer tightened the corners of his mouth in 
expert wrinkles, swayed his head back and forth and said only the one relatable word: 
"Nebbich!" 


After a pause, he then added: 

"Nu nimm nehmenste die Witzleben! Also a nice beetle. There's no trace of Pinke-Pinke, 
but Mr. Papa is quite a character!oftenbreakfast at S. M.! Quite good tip that! Can be a thing! 
Ne big thing!" Thereby he pronounced the word "big" with a slight echo of "graue". 

The Minister of Culture in spe, Baron v. Werheim, however, seemed to attach a certain 
value to Pinke-Pinke after all. He began to become very thoughtful, and as soon as 
Oppenheimer recommended himself, he rang Elisabeth's doorbell. 

He believed them himself on the telephone. 

"Is that you, Ellichen? - 'Don't give me a hard time, sweetheart!" 

But there was no answer, only a soft giggle was audible in the receiver. He had been 
talking to one of the maids. 

Now he sat down and wrote a reude- and wistful pneumatic letter to Elisabeth. He 
received it back in the mail with the note "acceptance refused. 

But he did not give up the race yet. He also wrote to the Kommerzienrat and the 
Kommerzienratin. From the latter he received no reply at all, from the former only a very 
regretful one. 

Now he gave the business up for lost, said "na denn nich!" and lit a cigarette. 


19; 


Hermann and Elisabeth now spent weeks of unadulterated happiness. In the process, they 
had a wonderful, beyond all terms deliciousexperience 

Without ever having spoken about it, they had both passionately longed for the time when 
they could belong to each other as husband and wife. Now, however, the only obstacle standing 
in the way of their conjugal union had fallen, this so ardently desired goal seemed insignificant 
and meaningless to them. 

In the meantime they hadlivedso completely into a higher, purelyspiritual world, had 
become so blissfully happy in this purely spiritual give and take, that any change in their 
present condition seemed tothema threat to their happiness 

In the family of the councilor of commerce, they had long been considered engaged. 
However, they had no desire to declare this engagement publicly. They kept away from all 
social intercourse. Their own world was so rich, and their mutual love grew ever more 
comprehensive and profound from day to day, that they did not feel the slightest desire for that 
world of appearances. Hermann had never lacked that world, and Elisabeth now could not even 
comprehend that she had once been so completely their slave. 

The annulment of her engagement to the Baron von Werheim was, of course, lively 
discussed in the society, and there was also no lack of blasphemous tongues, which tend to stir 
up on such occasions. The Baron was shameless enoughmaketelling insinuations, from which 
one had to infer that the annulment of the engagement had not come from Elisabeth, but from 
him. He was also not at all shy about touching the good reputation of his former bride, without 
it being possible to catch him at it. Of course, it was Elisabeth's "best friends" who eagerly 
passed on such gossip and rumors to her She herself was not inwardly affected by it. But she 
was worried that Hermann might hear about it. Not as if she had even the slightest fear that he 
might believe this gossip, or that his love might somehow be touched by it. She feared only the 
outbreak of his wrath, which would have brought any blasphemer of her honor to a bloody 
reckoning on the spot. That was also the reason, 
why sheconcealed fromHermann that scene with the baron in her private rooms 

Elisabeth also gradually stopped communicating with these attentive friends. Her studies, 
which she continued to pursue regularly under Hermann's guidance, gave her the desired excuse 
to do so. 


Hermann's manpower and enthusiasm for work had doubled since Elisabeth had taken 
part in all his undertakings and plans.The construction of the new factory progressed with giant 
strides, and by Christmas at the latest, the production of the dyed plates could 
bestartedaccording toprocesshe had invented andpatented inmeantime Through Elisabeth's love 
and sympathy, his new technical profession, which at times seemed so dull to him, had now 
gained content and meaning. Deeply, as at the beginning, he again savored the joy of practical 
work and activity. The depressing feeling, which at the beginning often crept over him, of 
having lost so many years uselessly in purely scientific activity, had completely disappeared. 
For it became more and more apparent how excellent a basis his previous scientific training had 
been for his new practical profession. Not only had heacquiredextensiveknowledge, but he had 
also learned to distinguish quickly and confidently between the essential and the unessential, 
and to do everything methodically 

In this he had a peculiar, but very essential and immediate helpElisabeth When she 
thought of him, his work went remarkably smoothly. At first he had believed that he was just 
imagining it. Then he had assumed coincidence. Finallyhowever, he established the fact 
through flawless methodical experiments 

This brought him to the problem of the mental remote effect. These observations were 
compatible with the known laws of natural science in the best way, yes, they could be 
subordinated to similar ones from the field of physics without further ado. In the phenomena of 
acoustic resonance and electric influence they had their perfect counterpart. An almost classical 
model for them was provided by the wire- 
loose telegraphy. The vibrations of any system propagate through space in all directions. 
Another system of the same tuning is able to pick up these vibrations at any place in space. 
Such a system is also the human brain, in which the soul forces converge. It is easily 
conceivable that every feeling, every thought sets the brain into certain vibrations, which 
propagate through space quite analogously to the electric waves. just as conceivable that 
another brain in the same moodable to pick up these oscillations, completely in accordance with 
the physical processes mentioned. 

Together with Elisabeth he read all literature about this soul area which he could get hold 
of. He decided, as soon as his time would allow it, to study these phenomena more closely by 
logical experiments. 

In order to be permanently near Elisabeth, he had moved his private apartmentfrom 
GroB-Lichterfelde to the Grunewald district and set up a comfortable apartment near the 
Kommerzienratliche Villa In order to make the most of the time, he kept a strict daily schedule. 

Together with his beloved he started and finished his day's work. Already early 7 o'clock 
he sat with her on horseback. After a morning ride of one to one and a half hours, they both had 
breakfast together in the villa. Then Hermann, to whom the Kommerzienrat had in the meantime 
provided a special motor car for his business trips, went to GroB-Lichterfelde to work, while 
Elisabeth went to attend her lectures At three o'clock they met again at lunch in the villa. After 
the table, Hermann worked in his nearby private apartment, and by tea time he was back with 
his mistress.He now read to the women almost daily, with the exception of the days when he 
worked through Elisabeth's college notebooks with her. 

For the reading hours he hadset upa very definite variedplan, which he kept strictly At 
His main focus was on the Gospels and the problem of Jesus, for which he had a considerable 
private library. Furthermore, he read Plato and Dante to the ladies and introduced them to the 
main features of Kant's teachings. Then followed selected chapters from Homer and the 
Nibelungenliede. He introduced them to the austere world of Gottfried Keller and rewarded 
their perseverance with Theodor Storm and Wilhelm Raabe. Fritz Reuter, his late mother's 
favorite writer, also came very much into his own. 

When the lecture was over, Elisabeth sat down at the piano. With her graceful, well- 


trained voice, she would sing some song. With her mother they often listened to a good concert. 
Only now did Elisabeth gain a true understanding of Bach and Beethoven. They visited the 
theater less often.modern sensationalismdominated the theater life of the capital was repugnant 
to her deeply collected nature 

Basically, they avoided opera, since Hermann's nature, which was focused on clear 
determinationfoundthis art form to be an unnaturalhermaphrodite Music was for him the 
highest of all arts, since it was the direct revelation of our supersensible being. But its space- 
and time-less and therefore unlimited expressivenesscontradicted the highly limited mimic 
means of expression of the performer, which wereable to coincit at any moment The music 
breaks down every ray of feeling into a whole spectrum of tone colors lying next to each other, 
which even the most ingenious performer is incapable of following mimetically. Thus, while 
the whole spectrum of tones unrolls in front of the spectator's ears, he has to keep the facial, 
positional or movement expression corresponding to each ray of sensation rigidly fixed the 
whole time or repeat it several times, which results in nothing but unnaturalness, distortion and 
ridiculousness. One cannot get rid of the impression that the performer has to struggle terribly 
and still keeps lagging behind the music. In this way, the pure impression of the music on the 
audience is torn apart and destroyed. The 
It would be just as nonsensical to try to enhance the artistic effect of music as it would be to try 
to enhance the artistic effect of a marble statue by putting on expensive robes or gluing on real 
hair. 

But quite apart from the incongruity of the musical and theatrical means of expression, 
music is only capable of reproducing sensations, but never thoughts and actionswhich constitute 
the core and essence of the drama Opera fails to recognize this elementary fact. The connection 
of music with the drama must be limited solely to supporting the spoken word or to replacing it 
where it is no longer sufficient for the reproduction of feelings. Shakespeare isexemplarythis. 
With him, music always intervenes where even his divine power of speech is no longer 
sufficient to lend words to sensation. 

most expressive and comprehensive of all arts is undoubtedlydrama, and the essence of a 
people and a race is expressed most clearly in iteffort todevelopdramaticaction from the 
characters, the deep inwardness of the Teutons is revealed, while the novels aim at creating 
effective external situations and entanglements, to which the mostly template-like characters are 
subordinated 

Of the fine arts, Hermann was particularly fond of sculpture. Their unambiguous clarity 
and simplicity particularly appealed to his nature. He never tired of wandering through 
museums and exhibitions with Elisabeth. He explained to her that the purpose and goal of this 
art was the representation of tranquility and sublimity, and that its only object was ideal beauty. 
He considered the Greeks to be the unsurpassable masters of this art, and he could not be angry 
enough at certain modern schools that also degraded this art to the level of distorted art. 

In a painting Hermann valued mainly the size and importance of the object and the 
masters were the dearest to him, who formed the immediate springing life vigorously and 
manifoldly. Diirer and Rembrand were his declared favorites. With joyful pride he told his 
beloved that the mighty masters of the Italian Renaissance, Michelangelo and Leonardo da 
Vinci, were also of Germanic blood, and that wherever one looked, it proved again and again 
that no race in the worldcould compete with the Germanicpower of thought and designA certain 
instinctivefear of the incomprehensible creative power of the Germans was the sole cause that 
we had so many enemies in the worldonly because one cannot understand that wedirectour 
inexhaustiblelife forces only inward and not outward, that one imputes to us plans of world 
conquest and pursues with such distrust and jealousy our incessantdevelopment and growth, 
while we are only concerned to preserve the place in the sun necessary for our life and to secure 
it against hostile on 


Elisabeth particularly enjoyed it when Hermann occasionally developed the essence of 
the different architectural styles for her during the tour of the new factory buildings. He derived 
it from the simple elements of support and load. There, too, he pointed out to her that beauty 
was always the result of simplicity and practicality. Because the Greek style was composed of 
the simple functional elements of the supporting column and the load-bearing crossbeam, it was 
so sublimely simple and beautiful. The Romanesque style develops from the Greek style in that 
the column rises to the pillar and the load-bearing crossbeam to the round arch and the flat 
ceiling to the round vault. Correspondingly, the Gothic style emerged from the Romanesque 
style through the further elevation of the round arch to the pointed arch and the round vault to 
the pointed vault. With these, the columns, pillars and towers naturally stretched. This quite 
natural development was caused by the advancing technology. Restlessness of style always 
arises where the simply functional elements are abandoned. 
and arbitrariness contrary to purpose would take their place, as in the Baroque and Rococo 
periods. 

This was the kind of spiritual life Hermann led with Elisabeth. It was as if Hermann had 
given her eyes and ears in the first place. The deep inner serenity thatsaturated and 
transfiguredElisabeth'sentire being radiated over her mother An invisible spiritual bond seemed 
to embrace the three people since that first lecture from the Gospels. Without being able to 
explain why, everything they thought and said, did and lived, took on an inner meaning and 
spiritual value that lifted them high above all earthly and everyday things. This was the 
immediate effect of the good news that had risen in their hearts. Often the three of them sat 
quietly and meaningfully together without speaking a word, for their souls spoke silently to 
each other. Hermann often held Elisabeth's hand or she leaned her head against his chest, and 
the mother often raised her eyes from her handiwork and let them rest blessingly on the happy 
couple. 

But motherly thoughts were stirring in the mother's soul. One day she abruptly interrupted 
the silence of this desireless towith the words: "Children, don't you finally want to get 
married?" 

Startled, Hermann and Elisabeth simultaneously let go of their hands. Both of them had 
long expected and dreaded this question from their mother, without expressing it. And yet the 
same desire had been stirring in both of them for the last few weeks, first quietly and then more 
and more powerfully. In their quiet hours and dreams, blissful foreboding and blue children's 
eyes wove themselves, golden blond curls shone into them and sweet little hands seemed to 
reach for their hearts. Then Hermann pulled his beloved tighter to him, and she nestled more 
intimately in his arm. With no syllable had they yet expressed what trembled in the depths of 
their souls, and yet each knew what was going on in the other. Then Elizabeth felt the gaze of 
the beloved man on her head. 
and when she raised her head and plunged his eye deep into hers, she quickly lowered her gaze 
and buried her face against his heart. At the same time she felt his arm embrace her more hotly 
and all his pulses beat after hers. 

Why were they now both frightened at the mother's word? 

They could not comprehend it or explain it to themselves, but a foreboding of 
unspeakable sorrow crept through their souls. 

Hermann had risen andsteppedto the edge of the vine-coveredterrace Red leaves swirled 
softly and quietly from the trees of the sun-drenched autumnal park, in the nearby orchard an 
overripe fruit fell to earth now and then with a dull trap under the kiss of a sunbeam. The whole 
nature was saturated with deepest ripeness and a tart sweetness was in the clear air. 

Elizabeth had folded her hands as if praying and looked silently before her into her lap. A 
thread of autumn had caught in her forehead hair and, moved by her deep breathing, waved in 
the air above her face. 


Hermann had turned around and sat down on the marble parapet of the terrace. His gaze 
embraced his beloved with tender intimacy. When she raised her head and fixed her eyes on 
him clearly and strongly, he walked quickly towards her and enclosed her tightly in his arms. 

Now they knew that together they would bear whatever fate might impose on them. From 
that moment on, the gloomy and heavy thoughts disappeared and that confidence came over 
them, which springs from unchangeable resolutions. 

"At Christmas we shall be publicly engaged," said Hermann, "and Easter shall be the 
wedding. Is that all right with you, Mama?" 

Without a word in return, the Kommerzienratin stood up and kissed Hermann on the 
forehead. Then she embraced and kissed her daughter. 

No mention was made of the Kommerzienrat.All matters concerning the women were 
handled by them His approval was always assured, 
especially in this case. Although there was no spiritual contact between him and the women, 
and he rarely met them in person, hardly ever came to meals, and led a completely separate life, 
mostly traveling, he still seemed to be attached to them with a certain love, especially to his 
daughter. He gave expression to this love in his own way. He kept a bank loan open for them in 
an amount that could satisfy even princely demands. The two women were unable to use up the 
money at their disposal and this was his pride. When he was informed by a marriage bureau 
that the Baron v. Werheim was interested in his daughter and was asked to state the amount of 
the dowry, he first made sure that the Baron was welcome to his daughter. Then he indicated 
the double number of millions, which had been mentioned by the office as minimum sum, since 
the baron already had elsewhere "chances in this height". When Elisabeth then broke off the 
engagement again, this was by no means unwelcome to him, for the Baron had never impressed 
him Least of all he forgave him his Jewish descent and the arrogant way in which he 
nevertheless looked down on Burghamer's Jewishness. Werheim had repeatedly indicated to 
him that this would in no way make his career easier, since in higher circles there was still a 
certain prejudice against "former" Jews, despite the fact that even non-baptized Jews were now 
respectable and the "Berliner Tageblatt" already had a quarter of a millionsubscribersIn 
addition, Burghamer was "only bourgeois" He had had more than one "chance" to marry ladies 
from the oldest "Christian" nobility. If he had nevertheless "reflected" on Elisabeth, then far- 
sighted points of viewdecisive for him for this. The general European war, which one hoped for 
in "her circles" and which would thoroughly clear up the differences in bloodlines and "other 
prejudices" against the Jews and, above all, bring Jewish capital to an all-dominating influence 
in all of Germany, was close at hand. However, there was a great danger that Germany would 
remain the victor in this world war. This had to be prevented by all means, since otherwise the 
"future chances" of the Jews in Germany would be over for all times. Thus he had dropped all 
personal interests in order to serve the general interest of "their circles". In the coming 
European war, he, Burghamereasily find the opportunity to gain political influence and to 
double his capitala result ofconnectionsthe marriage of his daughter would open up for him 
"upwards", especially if he, Werheim, would also let his own capital "cooperate" in this 

What the Baron knew to tell the Kommerzienrat was no news to him. He was far better 
informed and more precise than the baron. His sleuthing organs reached out to all countries of 
the world and he knew that the Anglo-Americanmembers of "their circles" had postponed the 
"run" again for a few years, since it was not yet ready in Europe and, above all, there was still 
trouble with Russia First the Balkan war had to be postponed, before it was Germany's turn. But 
just for this case henot the least bit interested in the baron'sson-in-lawshipHe was not in the 
leastnecessary opportunities for "making money" once the dance had startedA connection with 
the Baron's chatterer could thenat most put fettersgenerosity ofhis undertakings, if not paralyze 
them altogether He was therefore very happy to get rid of him as a son-in-law and to get 
Hermann in his place, from whose abilities he expected completely different successes. 


He only began to have doubts about Hermann's business prowess when, despite the fact 
that it was now certain that hetohis son-in-lawnever touched the question of the dowryHow 
careless! But he became completely mad at him when one day he brought up this subject and 
Hermann flatly declared that he would not accept a penny of dowry from him. He considered it 
a disgrace to turn marriage into a business deal. 
to degrade the marriage.This outrageous bad habit is solely to blame for the modern marital 
misery, since it not only shakes the natural basis of marriage, love, butdestroyscompletely. This 
was the point at which the lever for the recovery of German national power had to be applied. If 
it were not possible to control this bad habit by legislative means, then every man who made 
the entering into a marriage dependent on a dowry would have to be declared dishonorable. He 
had no objection to an appropriate dowry within the limits of the circumstances which he 
himself was able to offer his future wife, but this was not necessary either. 

When the Kommerzienratin, who was listening to this conversation, shyly objected that 
there were exceptions, Hermann declared very firmly that he could not recognize such 
exceptions under any circumstances. A man who was not able to maintain a wife and child by 
his own efforts was not a man at all and should not marry. A wretched wretch, however, was he 
who even had the shamelessness to let his wife "feed" him. 

Now the Kommerzienratin remained silent. Burghamer, however, asked very ironically 
whether he was sure that Elisabeth would find her way into the "limited" circumstances that he 
could only offer her. 

"Why don't you ask them yourself?" he replied. 

Elisabeth was summoned, she hadnot thought aboutthis question at allAfter a moment's 
reflection, she declared that Hermann was quite right, and that what he earnedcompletelysatisfy 
her demands as well 

Shaking his head, the Kommerzienrat left the room and Hermann gratefully embraced his 
bride. 

From that day on, the Kommerzienrat doubted Hermann's sanity and looked forward to 
his daughter's future with grave concern. 

Quietly, the engagement was celebrated on Christmas Eve in the closest family circle. It 
was the first Christmas that Elisabeth had spent at home and not in some "Grand Hotel" since 
her entry into society. 

Hermann had not missed the opportunity to prepare a Christmas tree. He used the same 
ornaments that had adorned the Christmas trees of his childhood. Year after year his father had 
kept it, and every Christmas it did its duty again and again. It was one of the few things that 
Hermann had saved from the collapse of his parental home. Since then he had kept it like a 
shrine and never dared to look for it for fear that it might break his heart. But when he would 
found a family of his own, then this ornament should awaken to new life. Now he had brought 
it out for the first time. 

Under the burning tree, Hermann put the engagement ring on his bride, invoking his 
parents’ blessing on his heart's bond. A deep blush covered Elisabeth'sface, for at that moment 
she remembered how she had thoughtlessly thrown the paper cuff around Hermann a year 
beforeHe now gave herbacksolid gold for her paper superficiality She hurriedly hugged her face 
to the breast of her beloved husband. 

The two lovers had agreed not to give each other even the smallest gift on this first 
Christmas together, as a sign that they wanted to offer themselves completely, one to the other, 
as a gift for time and eternity. They were still standing under the burning Christmas tree when 
the councilor of commerce entered the room, inspired by this single wish and will. 

Without understanding the couple's feelings, he said that they still had time to "sweet 
talk" and that they should finally come to the table to receive their gifts. 

Reluctantly they followed the invitation. 


In front of each of their place settings stood an artistically wrought box.In hers, Elisabeth 
found aset ofbrilliant-cut diamonds that was precious beyond all comp, along with the 
corresponding ear, hair, and finger jewelry; in his, Hermann found an entirely appropriate set 
ofshirt and sleeve buttons, along with a necklace pin and finger ring A princely couple could 
not be more richly endowed. 

Elisabeth fell into bright rapture. She immediately stepped in front of the mirror and put 
on the jewelry. Hermann, however, was mortally embarrassed. He had suspected and feared 
such a gift. 

"Nu-n?" said the Kommerzienrat when henoticedHermann's displeasure "Is not good 
enough for you, I suppose?" 

As he did so, he removed the jewels from the container and weighed themin the flat of his 
hand, his eyesflashing 

"Well, what do you guess?" he then asked, winking, handing it to Hermann. 

The latter, however, laid the diamonds quietly on the table beside the box, and only 
uttered the words, "You are too kind, Herr Kommerzienrat!" 

When Elizabeth saw this effect of the gift on her fiancé, she was ashamed to take the 
jewelry off again and put it back in the container. 

"You've gone to outrageous expense, Dad!" she said at that. 

"It doesn't matter to me," he replied, "as long as it gives you pleasure." 

At the same time, he pulled her to him and kissed her. Shuddering, she put up with it. 

Then, bringing salvation to all concerned, the merchant councilwoman entered and asked 
her children to receive their gifts as wellIn the meantime, she had hurriedlyset upgifts under the 
tree of lights 

Elisabeth revelled in a whole flood of delicious linen, lace and fabrics, and Hermann, to 
his indescribable delight, found a plate full of apples, nuts and baked goods, and to the right and 
left of it, one painted with colorful sugar curls each 
gingerbread man, just as he was used to in his childhood. Next to it were the first recently 
published volumes of the Berlin Academy's large Kant edition. 

Shaking his head, the Kommerzienrat observed the childlike, almost exuberant joy that 
his son-in-law felt at these simple gifts, and with the words "funny man," he left the room. 
Hermann and the two wives, however, remained under the Christmas tree for a long time, until 
the Komasked if they would not finally come to dinner, since he still had business in Berlin this 
evening and could not wait any longer 

Since that Christmas evening, Hermann could no longer rest in thoughts of the 
Kommerzienrat. The deep dislike he had felt for him from the moment of their first meeting had 
completely given way to a fiery desire to win Elisabeth. Now he saw himself at the goal of his 
desires, the original aversion stirred to a stronger degree. The thought that this Jew was the 
father in the flesh of his bride, and that his blood would one day flow in the veins of his own 
children, caused his innermost being to rebel. In vain he tried to reassure himself that 
Elisabeth's whole being had nothing, but nothing at all in common with her father. The 
assumption, to which he had already clung earlier, that sheperhaps not Burghamer's daughter at 
all, and that some secret hovered over her birth, occupied him anew More than once he was 
about to ask the Kommerzienratin about this, but an understandable shyness kept him from 
doing so. The small blemish of the lower lip, which Elisabeth inherited as the only 
characteristic from her father and which sheknew how to concealfemininemastery, had not 
occurred to him until now. He saw the beloved only with the eyes of his love. She could have 
been ugly and hunchbacked, he would not have noticed it anymore.Finally, he tried to calm 
himself with the thoughtit was the soul that built the body But his natural science taught him 
that 
He said that the soul, too, is bound to the material laws and conditions when it starts to weave a 


dress for its earthly existence out of the love of two people. He wascompletely unaware that we 
are only the adoptive parents of our children, and that the spiritual beings, depending on their 
own greater or lesser perfection, attitude and stage of development, choose bodies for 
incarnation which correspond to their own character The body is only the instrument on which 
the soul plays. A highly developed spirit can onlyfind the bodily conditions to work ina highly 
developedorganism A low or bad spirit, on the contrary, chooses a body still closer to 
animalism in order to indulge its lower urges and lusts. Thus the higher races serve 
predominantly high and good, the lower ones predominantlylower and bad spirit beings for 
dwelling on earth It is not for nothing that we conclude from the outer man to the inner man! 
But the presentiment of these relations slumbered unawakened in Hermann's breast and 
expressed itself in the violent inner reluctance against this marriage in spite of the deep and 
unselfishlove which united him with Elisabeth The closer the day of the wedding approached, 
the more insistently and imperiously the inner voice warned. 


21. 


So Easter and the wedding day approached. 

Despite all of Hermann's objections, the Kommerzienrat had insisted on unfolding a feast 
of the greatest style. Even the spacious villa proved too small to hold the countless guests. The 
celebration took place in the Hotel Adlon. Hermann thanked his creator when he finally sat in 
the train compartment with his young wife. 


In South Tyrol, he had rented a quiet, secluded cottage to spend the first weeks of his 
marriage away from all the hustle and bustle. Elisabeth had enthusiastically agreed to this plan. 
But after only a few days, her nature was transformed. The chaotic blood of her father began to 
assert its nature. In its boiling up, all fine and most subtle emotions of the soul seemed to 
suffocate. Lifelessly it delivered its bearer again to the barely overcome lust for the senses, and 
it threatened to burst all the dams of custom and morality. sensualdesire of the young woman 
was so wild and unbridled that Hermann felt downright repelled by her All ways to the depths 
of the soul seemed to be buried in her, in vain Hermann tried to uncover them again. 

The old restlessness and restlessness came over them again. Her desire for the big world 
became indomitable again. She wanted to move from the cottage to the hotel, people, 
companies, toilets, hustle and bustle, dances, noise, "life" she wanted to have around her. 

Hermann was horrified to see Elisabeth's transformation. All his pacifying and reassuring 
was in vain. To put an end to her weeping and wailing, he had to give in to her willy-nilly. 

But even in the hotel, the largest in the small town, she did not last long. It "smelled" to 
her there too much like "German loden". That was not a "hotel" at all! The menu was German 
from top to bottom and the head waiter didn't understand a word of English! She wanted to 
have Englishmen and Americans around her, they were the only people who knew how to live! 
She wanted to go to Monte! She had spent a few weeks there every year with her mother, and 
Hermann could not refuse her. 

Hermann was seething with anger, but he was powerless. If he did not want to have a 
complete rupture on the honeymoon, he had to grant her wish. So they traveled to Monte Carlo. 

Here Elizabeth was a well-known and celebrated beauty. 

She was not finished with "visits" and "counter-visits" to introduce her husband to her 
acquaintances from New York, San Francisco, London and Paris. Hermann thought he was a 
monstrosity being paraded around at fairs. He endured tortures in the process. One ball and one 
party followed the other, and Elisabeth wandered from the arms of one dancer into those of 
another, so that Hermann felt as superfluous as possible. Alone, he sat apart and was not able to 
make any contact with these people, who seemed to be made of a completely different material 


than he. And yet he too had once longed for this world! Now he possessed this world, and now 
he despised and hated it! 

Elisabeth, however, was in her element in this swirling and whirling.She was constantly 
surrounded bya whole swarm of courtiers and court tailorsjust like on that Christmas Eve when 
he saw her for the first time At that time he thought he could no longer live without her. And 
now she was his wife! Was she really? She seemed to belong to everyone but him! A gloomy 
melancholy descended on him and he looked blackly into the future. Incessantly the inner voice 
spoke, but he did not hear it and did not want to hear it. 

After four weeks, the "season" in "Monte" was over, and now Elisabeth was drawn to 
Rome and Naples. Hermann was frightened. Since his high school days, it had been his soul's 
desire to stand on the Capitol once in his life, to see the site that was once the heart of the 
world. But only after thoroughpreparation did he want to make that trip once So off the cuff, it 
seemed downright sinful to him. 

"What is there to prepare for long?" said Elisabeth. "I know Rome as well as the 
Kurfirstendamm, I will guide you!" 

And she led him. It was an unparalleled chase. Hermann was glad when, in the middle of 
it all, Elisabeth suddenly expressed her wish to return and spend a few more quiet days in her 
villa in Bordighera. Telegraphically 
ordered the preparation for the young couple, andthe same day started the journey there 

Elisabeth was tired and demanded to rest. And indeed, Hermann now spent the first quiet 
hours with his young wife. She suddenly seemed quite her old self again and was content to 
have him read to her, just as in bridal time. But the peace lasted only a few days. No sooner did 
she feel somewhat recovered than she was driven on again. When Hermann asked her to stay at 
least a little longer, since helikedit here, she knew how to make his stay so unpleasant with 
hidden memoriesBaron v. Werheim, to whom she had become engaged at that time, that he 
agreed to leave But she knew how to appease him by expressing the ardent desire to see the 
winter health resort again, where they had first met. This wish was not unwelcome to Hermann, 
since it finally made the return trip to Germany possible. They had been on the road for two 
months and Hermann had planned the trip to last three or four weeks at the most. 

Hermann felt quite strange when hewalkedwith Elisabeththrough the hall of the "Grand 
Hotel" where he had first seen her, and even more so when he stood with her in front of her 
picture in the villa One would have thought that a deep feeling of happiness must now flow 
through him, since he was now in possession of the girl who at that time had seemed to him so 
exceedingly desirable and equally unattainable.But on the contrary, a deep dejection now 
weighed on him, and at that moment he wished he had never seen Elisabeth 

After an absence of almost three months, the couple returned to Berlin and moved into 
their new home. Elisabeth, who had lived only in villas all her life, had wanted to move into a 
floor in a house in the city. At Reichskanzlerplatz in Charlottenburg they had found one of such 
grand style. It gave the young woman particular pleasure to see the front-facing suite of nine 
stately interconnecting rooms, whose connecting doors were always open. 
to wander through. But no sooner had she spent a few days wandering back and forth through 
the apartment than she felt the desire to go to the sea for a few more weeks. 

Since it had become summer in the meantime, Hermann hardly knew anything against it. 
But when he told her that he had no time to accompany her, there was the first marital scene. 
Hermann, however, remained firm. He only made the concession to visit her at least once. 

For the first time, the young couple was separated.Elisabeth now wrote such love- 
glowing and love-demanding letters, she knew how to describe the desolation of their 
separation so touchinglyand, if Hermann did not visit her immediatelythreatenwith all kinds of 
foolishness, the execution of which she was fully capable ofhe was already with her again after 
eight days 


They had been together for a full two weeks, although Hermann only wanted to stay for 
three days. Then urgent business telegrams called him back to Berlin. 

Now Elisabeth's longing game started anew, and since Hermann's business actually made 
it impossible for him to be away from Berlin, Elisabeth also returned to Berlin just a few days 
later. 

Hermann, whose nature was rooted in the spiritual, suffered unspeakably from the purely 
sensual state to which Elisabeth's lovehadsunk But he was not able to resist the ever new desire 
of his beautiful young wife, who entangled him with all the evasive arts. When thislove 
lifebordering on debauchery, finallythreatened to paralyze his mental powers, he took the next 
opportunity to go on a long business trip Only with great difficulty did he succeed in preventing 
Elisabeth from accompanying him. 

When he returned after a three-week absence, he found her changed. The waves of 
passion had subsided and seemed to have given way to more intimate emotions. Hermann 
happily embraced his young wife when she confessed to him what he had already concluded 
from the change in her nature. 

But the strangest whims bordering on unnaturalness and unnaturalness had to be satisfied 
by the young mother-to-be. Sometimes she asked for fruits that were not available in season, 
sometimes she ordered this or that food that was difficult to obtain at the moment, only to spurn 
it with an expression of disgust when it was served. She developed a very passionate inclination 
for certain penetrating perfumes. One day she bit into a bar of soap whose scent particularly 
appealed to her. One day she also ate some heavily scented orchid blossoms, whose voluptuous 
forms seemed to excite her particularly. At the same time she demanded to see the most 
frivolous pictures, to hear the most salacious songs and pieces of music.She insisted that 
Hermann purchase a gramophone so that shecould satisfy her strange whims for these musical 
needs at any time For hours this horrible instrument tortured and tormented Hermann's ears. 

desire for her old friends and acquaintances, from whom she had withdrawn completely 
since her bridal days, alsoreawakened in her, and before Hermann knew it, his apartment was 
transformed into a beehive There was no end to the tea parties and invitations "in the smallest 
circle. 

Considering her condition, Hermann did not contradict any of her wishes and whims. He 
suffered not so much from the inconveniencesand impositions imposed on him by his wife's 
covetous and arbitrary nature as from the dawning realization that he must have been 
fundamentally mistaken in his judgment of Elisabeth Should the lively desire for higher 
spiritual things, which she displayed at the time of her acquaintance, perhaps have been only 
dissimulation, caused by the female instinct to please, to arouse interest and sensation? 

Again and again he fought down such thoughts. His love for Elisabeth was so 
immeasurably great that he felt himself a traitor to her when he indulged in them. But his 
incorruptible sense of fact urged them 
Again and again he was confronted with the same problem.Finally he consoled himself with the 
fact that the great change in Elisabeth's character was only the direct consequence of her 
becoming a mother, and that with the birth of the child her old nature would return all by itself 

He became speechless in the truest sense of the word, however, when one day Elisabeth 
said to herself, lost in thought, "What may have become of Edgar? Actually, he was quite a nice 
guy!" 

Almost two years had passed since Elisabeth's separation from the Baron, in the 
meantime she had become Hermann's bride and wife and was soon to be the mother of his 
child. Never again had the Baron been mentioned between them, and now suddenly her former 
bridegroom came back to her mind? Again? Must he not have lived uninterruptedly in her 
mind, if now, as a mother-to-be, she gave herself over to thoughts of him? Now Hermann 
noticed that already in Bordighera she had tormented him with seemingly harmless memories 


of the Baron. What was that? And didn't she even call him kosend by his first name? Did she 
love him in the end and not Hermann, and had she turned away from him and toward Hermann 
for incomprehensible womanly reasons, or perhaps just on a whim? And in all the tender and 
passionate hours of their young marriage had she embraced in spirit only her former fiancé, 
who was in truth her lover? Hermann threatened to lose his mind at this thought. 

But who can describe his horror when one day he found irrefutable proof that she had 
lately been writing secretly to the Baron, expressing a wish to see him again! 

Carelessly she had left on her desk a letter card to the Baron, which she had torn up, 
because she had written several times. Initially, she denied having sent a second card instead of 
the torn one. She remained in this position even when Hermann told her so. Only when he 
received the letter himself the following day, which he had received in the meantime from the 
Post worried back, showed it to her, she admitted it with casual indifference. 

Hermann was stunned. So she was not only lying, she was cheating on him! And what 
was worst, she seemed to lack any understanding for the shamelessness of her behavior! 

"What's the big deal?" she said innocently. "Why should I not see again an old 
acquaintance whom I once loved?" 

Hermann had trouble not chasing her out of the house. Had she not been in blessed 
circumstances, God knows he would have. But he restrained himself. He did not want to do 
anything hasty. To let things develop further and wait, that seemed to him to be the most 
prudent thing. 

From now on, however, the devil of suspicion lurked in his blood. Who could guarantee 
him that she had not already deceived him in a completely different way? Yes, that the child 
she was expecting was his child? 

Without further ado, with almost brutal frankness, he confronted her about this. 

With big childlike eyes, she looked at him in utter amazement. Then she said with 
smiling calmness: 

"You're out of your mind!" 

This time she spoke the truth. The clarity of her eye and the certainty of her voice told 
him that. Even a woman could not disguise herself like that. He thought and calculated and 
visualized all the circumstances. He was indeed out of his mind. 

Ashamed, he wanted to take her in his arms, but something inside him held him back. 

Elisabeth, however, suddenly seemed as if she had been struck to death. When she threw 
herself against his chest as if seeking help, he slowly but firmly pushed her away from him, as 
if she were something foreign, even hostile, which he had to keep at bay. 

From that hour the love of the two had a crack and both felt that it was incurable. 

Hermann could not stop thinking about Elisabeth's mysterious nature. He could not come 
to a solution, because he did not suspect that it was the fatal mixture of their blood, from which 
Elisabeth's ambivalence arose. The Jewish blood of her father drove her to Werheim, the 
Germanic blood of her mother to Hermann.The former drew her down into the lowest districts 
of sensuality and selfishness, the latter sought tolift her upinto the spiritual regions of love and 
selHermann's influence was able tocoverthis dichotomya while, but never to compensate 
forsince it was a natural necessity Now, in the primal state of becoming a mother, he revealed 
himself uninhibitedly. 

Hermann was well aware of the unmistakable contrast between Jewish and Aryan, 
especially German, nature from the experiences of practical life. He had also encountered this 
contrast in his religious studies. He was therefore inclined to explain it in religious terms and to 
confine it to the religious sphere, especially since he found that every racehadits own 
peculiarreligion In doing so, he committed the same mistake that the very best minds still 
commit, of addressing the Jewish question as a religious one and not as a racial one. Norhad it 
occurred to him so farevaluatefact of this racial differenceobjectively,thinkidea of race to its 


logicaland to draw the practical conclusions from it Brought up in the ideas of the French 
Revolution, that all men are equal and of equal value, although the simplest observation daily 
disproves this false doctrine a thousand times over, he had never found opportunity and 
possibility to think at all about this basic and main question of human and national existence. 
Admittedly, he would have resisted marrying a Negress or a Japanese woman. But that a Jewess 
or half-Jewessisracially just as fundamentally different from a German womanas a Negress or 
Japanese woman, that had not yet dawned on him, because it is not as obvious to the senses as 
that crudedifference 

But Hermann was to awaken abruptly from the twilight sleep of his racial ignorance when 
his child was born to him. 

closer Elisabeth's difficult hour approached, the more needshe becamehelp and lovemore 
fiercely Hermann's struggle ragedFrom that moment on, when hediscoveredElisabeth's 
incomprehensibleattempt to see the Baron again, it had become clear to him how deeply and 
intimately and boundlessly he loved her Again and again he told himself that in her condition 
she could not be held responsible for her actions. But he also had to tell himself that her 
behavior was, after all, rooted in her deepest core and nature, and that its roots had 
noteliminated when she returned to normal health after the birth of the child. His love had 
forgiven Elisabeth that misstep long ago. But even a whole infinity of forgivinglove and 
kindness was not able to eradicate a natural disposition. 

In vain thefamily doctorfriend of his since his student daysan associate professor at the 
gynecological clinic ofBerlin Universitytried toreassure him with the assurance that pregnancy 
pathologically changed the nature of some women so fundamentally that even physiologists and 
psychologists were puzzledHermann, who unselfconsciously and unflinchinglysearched 
fordeeper connections with scientific urgencycould notsatisfied or calmedsuch explanations, 
which were only the admission of learned inadequacyHe was too thorough a natural 
scientistable to disregard such elementary conditions in a hopeful way That the spirit embodied 
in the maternal foetus influences the mother herself, and that conversely from the nature of her 
unnatural moods the nature of the embodied spirit must be inferred, the thought would not have 
occurred to him. He clearly saw the abyss in which Elisabeth would have to sink one day, if not 
a miracle would close this abyss or her soul would grow unimagined wings. 

Here was the point where self-reproaches of the most relentless 
The way of the world was now setting in him. Had he not neglected Elisabeth mentally and 
spiritually in the grossest way since the marriage?t he himself succumbed to the sensual frenzy 
in the beginning, instead of opposing him with mental and spiritual energies from the 
beginningand triggering suchenergiesin his young wife? Where had remained his realization, 
gained in hard life struggles, that the spirit, the first and original, was lord and master of the 
material and flesh? Verily, he himself was responsible for Elisabeth's decline! He himself had 
first awakened hers by his sensual unrestraint and thus driven her to her misstep! Yes, it was he 
himself who committed this misstep! 

In such a mood he entered the room of his beloved wife one December day at dusk. With 
pale, tear-stained eyes she rested on her couch and awaiteddifficult hourwith a tornsoulWith the 
most intimate tendernesshe bent over her and kissed her sunken cheeks and her bloodless 
mouth, which was closed in bitter suffering 

Then, sobbing deeply, she wrapped her arms around his neck and powerlessly sought to 
rest her head against his chest. She was barely able to stammer his name. 

Hermann sank silently down on his knees beside her, laid his head against her bosom, and 
implored her to forgive him for his unkindness during the last weeks. 

"You dear!" she breathed out blissfully and tenderly ran her pale hand over his forehead 
and hair. 

They lingered wordlessly like this for a long time. A kettle hummed in the tube of the 


tiled stove, outside the window the snowflakes danced in the gray-blue twilight air. Christmas 
was just around the corner, and in that hour the holy Christmashearts of the loving 
coupledeeply blissful 

A few weeks later, the tree of lights shone at Elisabeth's camp. Hermann sat on the edge 
of her bed, held her half-erect sideways in his arms, and both of them, musing into the 
candlelight, dreamed the same golden-locked dream. 

The birth was expected at the beginning of February. Every conceivable precaution had 
been taken for mother and child. Hermann himself had taken care of all the arrangements and 
supervised the execution of the doctor's orders most carefully. 

Day and night Hermann did not leave Elisabeth's side. When the contractions began, he 
held the head and hands of his beloved wife. The pain she endured he suffered tenfold in his 
own body. Only at the urgent request of his medical friend could he be induced to wait for the 
completion of the event in the next room. 

The birth took place in a natural way to the complete satisfaction of the doctor It was a 
boy. But when Hermann, beaming with happinesstried to take his son in his arms, whom the 
attendant handed to him in a pillow, he recoiled in horror 

A dark-skinned something, covered with pitch-black, frizzy head hair, resembling a man, 
screamed toward him. Deep darkeyes, which seemed to have a bluish glow, blinked at him 
under long black eyelashes from an ancient faceA flattened nose gave the head something ape- 
like. 

Elisabeth, too, had been so violently frightened when she saw the child that she had sunk 
back into the pillows in a faint When she regained consciousness under the doctor's efforts and 
saw Hermann's horrified eyes above her, she turned her head to the side, crying. 

With energetic determination, the doctor separated Hermann from Elisabeth. His wife 
needed the most complete rest, and any excitement could be fatal for her. 

"The child just resembles the grandfather," the doctor said as he escorted the badly 
shaken man into the next room. "A quite familiar phenomenon. It's called atavism." 

Silently, with staring eyes, Hermann nodded to himself.Then he asked to be left alone and 
went to his study. There he sank into gloomy brooding. "Atavism!" From his zoological studies, 
he had heard the ge- 
taught word known. Finally, he reached for the reference book and read: 

"Atavism, reversion, degeneration, the phenomenon that characteristics of earlier 
generations suddenly reappear in an individual, although they did not appear in his parental 
producers. For example, characteristics are transmitted by the daughter to the grandson without 
being detectable in the daughter.The phenomenon is particularly striking, if individuals of 
different races (also human races)come tothe crossing While the first generation consists of 
mixed types of both parents, already in the second generation single individuals strike back to 
the type of one of the grandparents. (See also the articles on "Heredity" and "Miscegenation")." 

Greedily Hermann read these lines and the explanations under the other titles. But these 
meager explanations were not enough for him. The scientist had suddenly awakened in him 
again. He immediately went to the university library and ordered all the works he could find. 
Whole batches of books on these problems, which had suddenly become the focus ofhis 
interest, piled up in his study over the next weeks and months He devoured them with a 
veritable ravenous appetite. Every free hour that he could wrest from his profession, he devoted 
to these studies.Elisabethand the child had hardly any place in his feelings during this time 
They had become a scientific object for him. 

The result of these extensive, passionately pursued studies was, in broad outline, the 
following: 

Race is the physical and mental characteristic of the members of a people, based on 
common descent. That the individual human races are not equal and of equal valuea sensuous 


fact. A Teuton, a Japanese, a Negro, a Jew, are physically and mentally such different people 
that every child can distinguish them. The racial value of a people is tangible in its 

Geniuses, because these are the increased high values of a race. Negroes and Botokuden have 
no geniuses, they are not capable of culture at all, with which it is not to be denied, of course, 
that they are also able to learn reading and writing, to speak several languages, to pray the 
Lord's Prayer and to wear tailcoats and patent leather shoes. But any deeper and active part in a 
culture and religion imposed on them is not to be found in them, and that alone is the decisive 
thing here. 

The history of states and peoples is the history of their races. '°) Only equally creative 
races are able toinheritequally creativecultures The power of ideas and ideals fails because of 
the natural talent of a race. Not the human raceas such develops, but only its individual races, 
and their ability to develop is naturally conditioned and limited from the beginning No man and 
no race can escape from its physical conditions of generation and descent. The brain of a 
Teuton necessarily thinks differently from the brain of a Negro, a Japanese or a Jew, and also 
the emotional and mental life is necessarily quite different. 

The decline and fall of great states and cultures is always the direct consequence of the 
racial decline of their peoples and this in turn the direct consequence of inferior alien blood 
mixture. Thus Hellas and Rome perished. Both were pure Aryan peoples. Their decay began 
immediately, however, when the Semitic blood, alien to their kind and inferior to theirs, poured 
into their countries in growing streams from Asia Minor, Syria, Palestine and North Africa. The 
opponents of the race doctrine now claim that not racial but social causes destroyed these giant 
empires. But they overlook the fact that it was precisely the incorporation of alien elements of 
the people as slaves, prisoners of war and immigrants that brought about the disastrous social 
conditions which led to their downfall, and that the downfall was sealed the moment the civil 
rights were granted to the chaotic foreign rabble. Now there was no stopping on the slippery 
democratic slope. 

The proud racial consciousness and with it the cultural, national and state power finally 
remained only to a few patrician familieswho kept away from the alien blood mixture; but they 
were simply washed away by the ever more powerful swelling blood corruption 

The German people is a racially pure people, because the components composing it, the 
Teutons, Celts, Slavs and Lithuanians, all belong to the Indo-Germanic or Aryan race. They are 
closely related peoples by blood, who after a long separation and special kind came again to the 
mixture and produced the today's German race under predominance of the Germanic. Such a 
long separation and special type and later again a mixture of peoples of one and the same main 
race, as in the case of the German people, is quite particularly favorable for the production of 
high-quality race characteristics.The implantation of these purely Aryan components in a 
uniform pre-Aryan lower class, which is particularly noticeable in the south of Germanyalso 
expressed externally in the darker tint of the skin, hair and eyes, ensured the formation of the 
uniform racial characterwe now call Germanastonishingly versatiletalents of the German 
people, who achieve unsurpassable things in every field of human activityreligionart and 
science as well as in warfare and statesmanship, in trade and technology, and whose unheard-of 
successes excite the envy of the whole world, findtheir natural explanationthis favorable 
mixture of components of one and the same main race 

Aracephysically and spiritually opposed to the Germanrace is the Jewish raceracial 
componentscomposing the Jewish peopleare, according to their origin and character, foreign to 
the German ones in blood and soulWhile the original homeland of the Indo-Europeans, despite 
the still open dispute about individual questions, is undoubtedly to be sought in the north, the 
Bible places the origin of the Jewish race in Mesopotamia According to newest researches East 
Africa comes as Urheimat of the 
Jews in question.The Negro-like type of some Jews is unmistakable.Other researchers shift 


their origin into the Arabiandesert countries Further it is certain that the Jewish original race 
mixed itself extensively with north-Egyptian and Syrian-Hittite components. The race 
researchers agree furthermore that in prehistoric times the Indo-European race can never and 
nowhere have touched with the Jewish, that therefore any blood relationship between both is 
excluded. Nevertheless, the Jews later in Palestine, before they went over to the inbreeding and 
pure breeding of their bastard race, also took up a small percentage of Indo-European blood by 
mixing with the Amorites, so that the most reluctant race elements are bound in them. Tacitus 
notes that most of the source writers of his time considered the Jewsdesignated Egyptian 
pariahs, a "race hated by the gods" 

One of the outstanding characteristics of the Jewish race, in contrast to the German race, 
is not tocreatefruitful and constructivevalues themselves, butshift the valuescreated by their 
host peintermediary manner,thereby exploitingtheir host peoplesand bringing them into 
dependence on themselves Already from the Bible it is clear that the Jews, wherever they came 
into contact with a people, made this "interestable" for themselves. Also in its later Jerusalem 
homeland the Jewish people lived only from the exploitation of other peoples. Even the 
imperial Rome had become "interestable" to him. But at that time the Jewish egalitarianism, 
which later brought about its downfall, had not yet sufficiently tainted it, and when the 
monetary dependence of the Roman masters on the Jerusalem bankers had become unbearable, 
Rome made short work of it and had the Jewish financial center destroyed by Titus. In 
Germany today the Jews, although they make up only one percent of the total population, 
control not only the money market, but also over ninety percent of the entire German press. 
Thanks to these two means, their influence in politics, economics, and the economy is today 
very great. 

The German national movement in these areas is condemned to wither away. 

The abysmal difference between the German and the Jewish race becomes even clearer in 
the spiritual sphere. Jesus, the Aryan founder of the Christian religion, which has become the 
basis of the German people's feeling and thinkingcrucified bythe Jewish peopleprecisely 
because his teachings are foreign to their naturedestroythe historical foundations of Judaism, 
self-interestand exploitation.Jew is not capable ofGerman ideals, German thinking, feeling and 
will, as expressed in the concepts of God, freedomimmortality, prince and fatherland, duty and 
loyalty, German joy and strength and greatness, because his race lacks the mental organs for 
it'’) On the other hand, he is rich in all the qualities which are also the foundations of German 
vices and whichthe Jew is constantly at workincite and bring about: greed and selfishness, 
sensuality and godlessness, unfaithfulness and untruthfulness 

The Jews are also aware of their racial antagonism to the Germans. For only practical 
reasons, therefore, many also convert to Christianity. But a Jew, of course, remains a Jew, just 
as a Negro remains a Negro or a Japanese remains a Japanese, even if he were to be baptized 
dozens of times with water and fire. '*) 

Even by interbreeding with ethnic Germans the irreconcilablecontrast of Jewish and 
German races cannot be balanced’’) In the case of the German-Jewish half-breeds, the 
observation made again and again in the case of interbreeding of different races is true that they 
show all the characteristics of the bastardand accumulatethe inferiorqualities of their parents 
and forefathers These half-breeds are tragic and, as Goethe already pointed out, unhappy 
creatures. A German who marries a Jewess, or a German who marries a Jew, not only commits 
a crime against the German people, but also heaps endless mental and physical suffering on his 
own children and children's children: the sin against the blood takes terrible revenge on them. 

This was the sum of the new studies to which Hermann devoted himself. He found it 
irrefutably confirmed by his own horrible experience. 

Now he fought a mighty battlewith his Christian conscience, for this racial doctrine 
seemed harsh and unloving to himWhat could the individual people do if they belonged to a 


higher or lower, noble or inferior race? But he did not yet know the otherworldly connections 
that would resolve this contradiction. He did not know yet that each incarnating spirit chooses 
with its own responsibility the race and within this again the individual body in which it wants 
to walk on earth. he suspect that mischievous and obstinate spirits choose the lower races in 
order to better indulge their selfish urges, while nobler spirit beings, more advanced in 
knowledgechoosemore highly developedhuman bodies as their earthly abode and place of 
activity Nor did he realize that the Savior himself led the battle against the Jews with 
relentlessness, and that he knew neither soft envy nor cowardly fear. Hermann had not yet 
grasped the meaning of Jesus' words: "I have not come to bring peace, but a sword! 

Hermann Kampfer found the dichotomy unbearable, as well as the shame and disgrace in 
which he was now condemned to live. He thought about whether he should, or even had to, get 
rid of the world together with his wife and child. But his religion kept him from doing so.He 
was determined to follow to the end the path he had taken through his own fault, contrary to his 
inner voiceas a warning tohis comradesthe benefit of the German fatherland, and for his own 
salvation 


23. 


Elisabeth suffered inexpressibly from the new estrangement that had occurred between 
Hermann and her since the birth of the child. Although he did not lack any attention and care, 
his behavior bore all too clearly the 


Stamp of chivalrous consideration that lacked any inner warmth. 

Her need for love clung to the child all the more passionately. horror she had felt at first 
sight of it had soon given way to the mother's natural instincts. She nurtured it herself. She had 
been looking forward to this long before the child was born - together with Hermann. Butnow 
sheanxiouslyguarded these sweet hours of maternal happiness from him, and when he once 
surprised her, she fled with the child to her bedroom, where she locked herself in 

When she looked at the child carefully one day while breastfeeding, she was startled. It 
seemed to her as if it resembled the Baron. The longer she looked at it, the more this impression 
was confirmed. The child's eyes, which originally seemed to be blue, had also become darker 
and darker and finally black in the last few weeks. It came over her like a fever when she 
thought she had found the cause of the striking appearance. During the last months before the 
birth, she had constantly thought of the Baron, without being able to explain it! In a kind of 
obsession she had even written to him. It had been fortunate that Hermann had held back the 
letter in time from being transported. Nevertheless, her thoughts hadwandered back to her 
former fiancé again and againas if attracted by magnetic forces. Only since that December day, 
when Hermann's love enveloped her again, had this compulsion given way. There was no doubt 
for her, she had "provided" herself in spirit to the Baron, and therefore the child resembled him. 
She did not suspect the true, purely spiritual cause of these obsessive thoughts any more than 
Hermann did, and she addressed as an "oversight" what was a natural necessity. 

The fear now came over them that Hermann might one day make the same discovery. 
What was to become of him then?His hot-blooded, impetuous nature would be capable of 
anythingThe most dreadful imaginings tormented her day and night She anxiously watched that 
he did not see the child. 

On Christmas Eve, they had agreed to give the child their own names and to call it 
Hermann or Elisabeth, depending on its gender. With a heavy heart, she now looked forward to 
the day of the baptism. When it was imminent, she asked Hermann apparently calmly whether 
it should remain with the agreed naming. 

Hermann first had to think about what she meant. Then he suddenly said with biting 


scorn: 

"Oh, come on! You can call it Edgar!" 

Elisabeth staggered for a chair. With her chest heaving, both hands clasped over her 
heart, she struggled for breath. 

Startled, Hermann jumped to her side. 

"What's the matter with you?" 

"You're raw!" she gasped out, not looking at him. 

He did not answer and supported her with his arm. 

"Can I get you anything, a sip of coffee or wine? Or a glass of water?" 

"Thank you!" she replied tonelessly. 

When Hermann was still struggling to find her, she asked him to leave her alone. 

Silently he went to the door. Before opening it, he held the handle in his hand for a while 
and said: 

"Call the child whatever you want. In any case, it won't get my name." 

With that, he walked out. 

Elisabeth was at a loss. Had he already made the same discovery as she had? Hastily, she 
rang for the children's caretaker. 

In Elisabeth's presence, Hermann had not seen the child since the day of its birth. Now 
she tried to find out from the attendant by indirect questions, when Hermann had seen the child 
for the last time. The result was that Hermann looked after the child every day when she herself 
was resting in her room after the table. He often looked at it for a long time, but had never taken 
it in his arms. 

Now she knew enough. Perplexed as to what she should do, she went to see her mother. 
She let her in on her secret and did not hide the change that had occurred between her and her 
husband. 

She didn't tell the councilwoman anything new. Her mother's eyeshad long since 
perceived everything She herself suffered unspeakably. After all, it was her own youthful sin 
that had now come upon her child and child's child as an inexcusable guilt. 

Contrary to her own observation, she tried to persuade her daughter that the child 
resembled the Baron, but in vain. She advised Elisabeth not to return to the choice of name, but 
to give the child a name that did not occur in Hermann's family. Both women took the calendar 
in hand and agreed on the name Heinrich. 

Hermann also agreed with this, because in spite of his motheradmonition, Elisabeth had 
suggested this name to him the very next day, when she was sitting in silence with Hermann as 
usual at lunch Without saying a word in reply, he had only nodded his head. 

Thus, the child was baptized with the name Henry. Without any solemnity, the holy act 
was performed by the pastor of the parish in the apartment. The family doctor, who was a 
friend, and the Kommerzienratin were godparents.The councilor ofwas not present He had 
entered his son-in-law's apartment for the first time on the occasion of the child's birth and had 
not been seen since. Apparently very disappointed tofind an unmistakable representative of his 
own race as a progenitorinstead of a blond nobleman, on whom hethought he might haveevery 
hopehe had left again The next day he had informed Hermann in a purely businesslike manner 
that he had set up a bank account for his grandchild in Hermann's name, and had deposited the 
amount of three times one hundred thousand marks in gilt-edged papers as a basic deposit. In a 
purely businesslike manner, Hermann had acknowledged this letter, and with that, the 
kinshipneeds of both had been met again for a long time. Professionally, too, they seldom came 
together. The Kommerzienrat paid almost no attention to the factory, which was flourishing 
under Hermann's management. He was exclusively concerned with the licensing of Hermann's 
patent abroad. Heonlycheckedthe quarterly balance sheets ofthe factory, and he was so satisfied 
with them that a personal consultation was rarely necessary 


Since Elisabeth had learned that Hermann visited the child every day, she did not let him 
out of her sight as soon as she knew he was present in the house. After the table, when she was 
in need of rest, she took him into her room.She put the baby carriageright next to her resting 
place and locked the doors behind herOne day, however, when she had delayed a little, she 
came to see Hermann gazing pensively at the child. 

"What are you doing to him!" 

With these words, she pounced on her cub like a lioness. 

With a sneer, Hermann left the room. 

Elisabeth lay down crying, but she was at least reassured that Hermann's thoughts did not 
seem to move in the direction she had feared. 

In order that as few people as possible would see the child, she had stopped all contact 
with her friends and acquaintances and received no visits at all. She could easily justify this by 
saying that she was nursing and waiting for the child herself. However, when one of her closest 
friends came to her unannounced and asked to see the child, she could not refuse her request. 
Whether the good friend had already heard it from others or whether she herself had noticed it, 
she suddenly burst into an astonished cry: 

"My God, how the little one looks like Baron v. Werheim! No, such a coincidence!" 

Elisabeth was paralyzed and the friend was hearty enough to point out her discovery 
again. 

"How funny!" she exclaimed. "Just look! All that's missing is the monocle!" 

A few days later it was generally said in the circles of the Kurfiirstendamm that a cuckoo 
had laid a strange egg in the nest of Dr. Hermann Kampfer. When the only cuckoo in question 
heard this interesting news, he was deft enough to acknowledge it with a meaningful smile. 

The matter also came to the attention of the family doctor. He brought the rumor to the 
attention of his unsuspecting student friend Hermann. 

In the same hour, the latter went to see the baron personally. He made a most astonished 
face and gavethe sworn statement,without being asked, that he had neither directly nor 
indirectly caused nor spread this rumor, and as far as his person was concerned, it was devoid 
of any material support 

"I'm convinced of the latter, otherwise you wouldn'tbe standinghere before me at all! And 
besides, I didn't even ask you about it, you man of honor, you! Where do you get off even 
suggesting such a thing?" 

Since the baron did not reply, Hermann left him without so much as a glance. The next 
day he sent him his cartel carrier. 

Pinching was not possible for the baron, the honorary council of his corps saw to that. 
Three bullet exchanges with advancing. The duel took place in Grunewald. At the very first 
exchange of bullets Hermann shot off his opponent's left ear. The latter roared, threw the 
weapon away and, whimpering, held the ornament jamming in the air with both hands. In view 
of the baron's attitude, the referee, in agreement with Hermann, dispensed with the second and 
third exchange of bullets. A few days later, Baron Dr. Edgar v. Werheim, who had in the 
meantime been promoted to a government councilor, was dimitted from his corps. 

Since a humorist could not refrain from describing this glorious duel in detail in a widely 
read newspaper, the matter was brought before the court and both duelists received three 
months' imprisonment each. 

When Hermann was returned to his family, little Heinrich was already making his first 
attempts at walking. 

Now began a time of new agony for Elisabeth. 

Although Hermann had not noticed a resemblance between the little boy and the baron 
before, he now thought he hadsuspicion took root in him anewhe might have beendeceived after 
all Since Elisabeth considered it beneath her dignity to give him an answer to his cynical 


question, he regarded her silence as an admission of guilt. Possessed by this fixed idea, he 
searched for evidence of her offense. He vomited on her desk, rummaged through her 
cupboards, but without result. 

One day he came just as the boy was being bathed. He looked at the naked little body 
with scientific interest. There he discovered on the left shoulder of the child a mole of a very 
definite jagged outline. He himself had the same birthmark in the same place. Tenselyhe 
examinedchild's right hip, "Right! There was also a very characteristic birthmark, which he 
himself had. 

Now all doubt was removed. He was the father of the child and he had done Elisabeth an 
unheard-of injustice. 

From that hour on, his relationship with mother and child changed. He formally asked 
Elisabeth for forgiveness. She accepted his apology indifferently. He had lost her love, that was 
clear to him. win her back and to become a good father to the child, to raise it conscientiously, 
was now his unshakableresolutionAt the same time, he was also tempted by the scientific 
question of whether it was not possible toimprintcharacter and mental traits on a young human 
child through consistent educationand whether the racial doctrine that blood alone determines 
mind and character was not just pale scholarly wisdom that did not stand up to experience 

From now on, he spent hours every day with the child. He played with him and supported 
him in his attempts to walk and talk. As soon as he was able to walk, he took him for a walk, 
even though he usually had to carry him. He took it to the riding school and put it on the horse. 
When Christmas came, he decorated a Christmas tree for him and gave him his first toys 

With quiet joy Elisabeth followed this relationship between father and child, which 
became more intimate every day. Without her noticing it, Hermann's fatherly love threw its rays 
back into her heart, and when one day he invited her to accompany him on a drive with the boy, 
she did not say no. 

On the child's first birthday, Elisabeth woke up to finda giant bouquet of delicious roses 
on her bedside table Since the couple had kept their bedroom separate since the birth of the 
child, Hermann instructed the child's caretaker to put the bouquet of roses up in time without 
Elisabeth becoming aware of it. At breakfast, Hermann greeted his wife with a kiss for the first 
time in years. Delighted, she accepted the tenderness, admittedly without returning it. But she 
thanked him warmly for the roses. A sleigh ride with the boy concluded the birthday 
celebration. But when Hermann wanted to kiss Elisabeth again and take her in his arms for 
goodnight, she resolutely refused. She had forgiven him the suspicion of infidelity and all the 
suffering he had caused her, but she had not forgotten. 

The next three years passed without Hermann succeeding in winning back Elisabeth's 
love. As often as the boy's birthday came around, the horrible images and events of her first 
year of marriage were renewed in her soul. Hermann's wooing love was able to disguise them 
temporarily, but not to cover them up or even erase them permanently. However, when the 
child fell ill with diphtheria and subsequently with pneumonia a few months after his fourth 
birthday, the hearts of the spouses were completely reunited during the night watches at his 
bedside. By the skin of their teeth, their united love snatched the child from the jaws of death. 

The deep happiness of love of their bridal days seemed to have been reborn for the 
couple. But the black shadow of the unnatural child weighed heavily on them and ate 
incessantly at their souls. And yet they had feared for his life together only a few weeks ago! O 
agonizing conflict in which they were entangled! Not the most unselfishly devoted love, not the 
most honest will of sacrifice and renunciation was able to redeem them from it.In vain they 
resumed their common philosophicaland artistic studies; always and always their thoughts and 
senses returned to the only dark point of their existence. When they wandered through the 
museums and galleries as before, every beautiful picture, every splendid sculpture was only a 
mockery made of the living ugliness that lurked at home. When they walked, drove, or rode, 


every beautiful person and even more so every beautiful child was a painful experience for 
them. Wherever they turned their eyes in search of redemption, the black reality was there and 
remained there, grinning mercilessly at them. Not even in the theater or concert could they find 
relief from it for hours. From all seats and chairs it sneered at them in the flesh, for the theaters 
and concert halls of the big city seemed to be leased solely by that sinister sex to which they 
owed the misfortune of their lives. *°) If they went through the city, it also grinned at them from 
the shop windows, since it had become fashionable in recent years to give even the children's 
and clothing dolls the facial features of this sinister species of man! If they made an excursion 
across the country or visited a summer resort or a seaside resort, a castle or a beautiful 
landscape, wherever they went, every somehow favored spot of the German fatherland seemed 
tohave becomea rendezvous ofthis foreign-blooded racethereGerman people left in the German 
fatherland? 

One winter evening, as Hermann sat dreaming with his young wife by the fireplace in the 
twilight hour, he suddenly pulled her stormily into his arms and whispered in her ear: 

"Elisabeth, we must have a second child!" 

Scared to death, she freed herself from his arms. 

Had he become great? Hadn't he had enough of the one misfortune? Had he not given her 
whole lectures on these questions and made it clear to her that her entire future married life 
must now be one of renunciation and renunciation. Had she not submitted to this renunciation 
for his sake, however much her blood rebelled against it? And now that she had finally 
succeeded in subduing the impulses of her love andtransformingthem into mental and spiritual 
values, was she to give up this hard-won state again in order to face new suffering and new 
misery? Elisabeth rejected this thought of her husband's with such determination that he did not 
dare to return to it for a long time. 

But in Hermann's heart the thought germinated and grew, demanding life and crying out 
for life. The longing of the healthy man to see himself continued in his own flesh and blood, the 
cry of his soul for his own child, who would be his image and likeness, became louder and 
louder the more he approached the noon height of his life. 

"Look," he said to Elisabeth, "there is one thing I have not considered so far. In a second 
child the blood of your father does not necessarily have to become effective again! The 
probability that it will be bred according to our German nature is much greater than the 
opposite! The blood of your mother and the blood of my parents stands against the blood of 
your father like three to one! It can only have been a fatal coincidence that this superiorGerman 
blood relation did not come into effect with our first child But even if this ratio were not three 
to one, but two to two, even then we may hope, according to the laws of probability, that the 
hereditary units of our German nature will now also come into their own in our second child. 

Elisabeth could not help smiling. 

"You are a very clever arithmetician," she said, "but have you not taught me this yourself, 
and demonstrated it to me by dozens of examples from the life of the past and the present, that 
in every union the hostile blood triumphs, just as in other things in life the base always knows 
how to displace the noble? Did you not yourself explain to me and prove to me by examples 
that ignoble blood is in every case so powerful over noble that a single ignoble creature will 
certainly spoil the noble upbringing of whole generations if it comes under it? And did you not 
also explain to me why this is so? Have you not shown me that the structure of the species cells 
of nobler creatures is a much more intricate and subtle, and therefore more sensitivethan that of 
the ignoble ones, and is thereforealready changed, even destroyed,by mere contactwith them?" 

"That is all true, my dear heart," Hermann replied. "But the possibility cannot be ruled 
out in principle that even the noble may one day prove to be just as resistant as the base, 
especially if, as in this case of ours, it stands in a strength ratio of three to one against the base, 
and is therefore three times superior to it. You must admit that under these conditions there is 


not only the possibility, but even the probability, that our German essence will retain the 
victory!" 

Even under the most favorable conditions, there can be no question of victory," replied 
Elisabeth very seriously "At best, our being can hold its own next to the enemy's, but it is not 
able to push it back completely or make it ineffective. 

"Why not?" 

"Because it has already poisoned my blood," replied the young woman, deeply saddened. 
"That's why it will reassert itself in any case, as our first experience proved!" 

"To this more unhappy experience we shall now counteract one the happier!" exclaimed 
Hermann, briskly. "We may have every hope of it for the reasons I have explained to you." 

Tenderly he took his wife in his arms and covered her mouth and neck with heartfelt 
kisses. 

Elisabeth gently escaped from him with the words: 

wana nnn nnn nnn nnn nnn nn nnn nnn nnn nnn nn nn nn nnn nn nnn nnn nnn cen "That you 
have a longing for a child of your being and want to see yourself again in his blue eyes" 

"And you, my dear, sweet, only wife," Hermann interrupted her, enfolding her anew in 
his arms. 

"Let me speak out, Hermann! Look, I understand all that well, and it is your good right 
and shall be fulfilled to you!" 

"Elisabeth!" 

"Listen, dear one! It shall be fulfilled to you, but not through me. I want to separate from 
you so that you can take another as your wife. I have been thinking about this for a long time, 
and now I am telling you." 

Dismayed, Hermann looked at her. 

"You can't be serious!" he said. 

"I am very serious," she replied very calmly and firmly, looking him full and clearly in 
the eye. 

"Then you don't love me anymore!" exclaimed Hermann. 

Elizabeth took her husband's head in both hands. 

"I love you so much, you foolish man, that your happiness is more important to me than 
mine, and that I am able to renounce my love for you for the sake of your happiness. Leave our 
unhappy boy to me and seek happiness with another woman, which you cannot find through 
me." 

With wide-open eyes, Hermann looked at his wife for a while. Then, deeply ashamed, he 
kissed her hand. He did not dare to take her in his arms, so tall and pure, so completely 
superhuman she seemed to him. 

Then he grabbed her hands and said with clear resolve: 

"I thank you for this outrageous proof of your love. And now let us speak of this matter 
no more. I will overcome my longing and we will carry our lives together as before. You are 
both wife and child to me, you only good, you!" 

"You will regret it, Hermann, if you do not accept my proposal," said in clear calm 
Elisabeth. "I know you better than you know yourself. fulfillment of your heart's desireis as 
necessary to your life and prosperity as food and drink, as light and air I can no longer stand by 
and watch you harming yourself because of it. Therefore, if you do not want to do without me, I 
will make you another proposal. 

"You need not look at me so astonished," continued Elizabeth, smiling, "it is something 
very simple. Find a healthy girl of your choice somewhere in the country, make her the mother 
of your child, and bring the child to me, and we will raise it together as if it were ours." 

"Elisabeth!" exclaimed Hermann, deeply moved. 

"Well?" she asked seriously, barely resisting his kisses. 


"Fool, you!" he answered her, now becoming almost seriously angry. 

"But I really mean it," she said clearly and firmly. 

"I don't doubt it!" And when she still looked at him questioningly, he added: 
"Can you do that in my place?" 

Elisabeth buried her face against her husband's chest. 

"Well?" he asked in the same tone as she had earlier. 

"You dear, you!" she breathed out. Then she looked up at his chest and said: 
"Now I will grant you your soul's desire, may it turn out as it will!" 
"Elisabeth! My wife!" 


Elizabeth fought bravely against the demons of her blood inherited from her father. 
More powerfully than ever they sought to assert their dominion over the senses and soul of the 
young woman who was to become a mother for the second time. But Hermann's love 
enveloped and shielded her. She communicated all her impulses and thoughts, wishes and 
desires to her husband, who enlightened her with a deep understanding of cause and effect, so 
that her spirit remained completely master of the senses and desires that were hostile to it. 

Beethoven's music had a particularly beneficial influence on Elisabeth. Especially the 
andante and adagio movements of the sonatas and symphonies had a deeply calming effect on 
her. The divinity itself seemed to descend from eternity, spaceless, timeless, redeeming the 
wandering, searching, groping human soul from all that was accidentally earthly and 
agonizingly worldly. Hermann had to skip the Scherzi and Presti, however, since they had the 
oppositeeffect on ElisabethOnce, when hehad theScherzo movement ofthe Ninth Symphony 
played, she suddenly demanded to drink champagne, wished to hear waltz and operetta 
melodies, and began to dance and whirl around so madly that she could no longer be held and 
Hermann caught her in his arms as if lifeless 

Hermann carefully kept everything ugly away from her eyes and was careful that only 
pure and beautiful images found their way into her soul. He hadtastefully placedmagnificent 
paintings and sculptures everywhere inapartment Wherever she looked, only beautiful things 
met her eye. So that she would not see her first child, who was now already five years old, in 
this critical time, he had removed him from the house and placed him in an excellent children's 
home. By careful selection of reading material and entertainment, Hermann ensured that her 
mind and imagination received only pure, uncorrupted nourishment. He kept strangers away 
from her, even the servants. All 


He did the presentation and small services himself. Day and night he was around them. 

During this time, the Kommerzienrat died suddenly and unexpectedly under 
circumstances that were soon the talk of the town of Berlin W. W. and filled the columns of 
the sensational press.Elisabeth took the death very calmly, she had nevercherisheddeeper 
feelings forher father, not to mention childlike emotions But the closer circumstances of his 
death were suitable to put her into great excitement. And she found out about them, even 
though Hermann had stopped reading the daily newspapers months ago, in order to prevent 
anything uglyor exciting from reaching the expectant motherthrough them It was again her 
"best friend" who told her everything in detail, even more than she knew. She had 
usedHermann'sabsence, causedby the death of the Kommerzienratto finally get through to 
Elisabeth 

The death of the Kommerzienrat was not initially brought to the attention of his family, 
as he had died outside his home. His absence was not noticed by anyone. He used to go to the 
city and travel without announcing the destination and duration of his absence. 

He passed away in the arms of three pretty blond girls to whom hehad furnished a shared 
apartment in the Bavarian quarter. They did not know who he was, did not even know his 
name and called him "Uncle. Since, when he used to visit them, he never carried anything with 
him that could have betrayed his personality, the horrified girls, in order to dispose of the 
body, had no choice but to enlist the help of the police. Thus, the corpse came to the show 
house, where it was recognized by an employee of the factory. 

Hermann did nothing to prevent the matter from becoming known. In vain. The 
newspapers carried column-long reports. One by one, the following was learned: 

The Kommerzienrat had envisaged such "private boarding houses 


The first of these was established not only in Berlin, but also in no fewer than five other major 
German cities, Hamburg, Frankfurt, Breslau, Dresden and Munich.Illustrated essaysabout the 
details of their furnishings, e.g., the refined mirror installations in the bedrooms and 
bathroomsmost widely read weekliesTheir inhabitants were only blondes”'.) Each of them 
received, in addition to free housing, food and clothing, a monthly salary, which, depending on 
the favor in which she stood with her brother, increased to the income of a minister. The 
councilman of commerce had the beauties watched by a whole staff of detectives. slightest 
infidelity was inevitablypunished by dismissal He offered a reward equal to her annual salary 
for anyone who gave birth to a child. As soon as she gave birth, she was dismissed with a 
lifepension for herself and her child and replaced by a still virginal comrade For it was only 
untouched blond virgins he was after; others did not appeal to him. To make these his mother 
was his devilish pleasure. It was established that he paid no less than 117 such annuities by the 
time of his death, the oldest of which had been running for over twenty years. In a special will 
the names of all the annuity recipients were recorded. In the secret compartment of the 
strongbox Hermann found a family album with the photographs of all these unfortunate 
creatures together with their children. The names were written under the individual pictures 
and corresponded exactly with those of the pension will. The majority of the unfortunate 
children were boys. Almost all of them were the image of their father. 

must be assumed that the Kommerzienratdid not perpetratethis racial poisoning 
ofGerman people merely to indulge his desires, but that he waspursuingalmost 
diabolicalgoalsplanned manner This becomes clear from an exchange of letters which he had 
conducted with a young racial comrade.Hermann foundthis correspestate Among them was the 
following poem: 

Ahasver's merry wandering song 


Look, I am the rootless one, No one who has been steeled to the environment, No 
one who has been anesthetized by a homesick dream, Drives my heart into my 
pants, For Iam a man who has been steeled to suffer. 


You drive me from your thresholds, I am the most desired! 
Your cries of envy are ringing, 

For I drink your springs 

And I weigh your values. 


My soul smooth skins 

Bergen, which I begged atonement; 
But my booty is piling up 

And your brides rejoice 

Me, the eject of foreign desert. 


Yawning you steam your knaster 
To the honorable digestion, 
But I am a clever taster, And I stimulate your vices To most own edification. 


So I drive the games 
My mature exuberance, 
Strange, very subtle, Last, to you veiled purposes of My Asiatic blood!") 


The lines highlighted by the blocking print were painted by the hand of the 
Kommerzienrat and marked in the margin with a "Bravo! From the correspondence it was clear 


I| This poem was published by the Jew Paul Mayer in issue 5 of the 
magazine "Aktion", January 1913. 


that he constantly supported the young man with large sums of money in order to enable him 
to live carefree for the "subtle goals" mentioned in the poem. Furthermore, he gladly agreed to 
bear all the costs if any consequencesthe "brides" But not enough with that! He promised the 
young man as well as those girls, a certain premium for each "success", which he could prove 
with such a blond bride. And the young friend proved him dozens of such "successes". 

Hermann anxiously guarded these appalling discoveries. But as incomprehensibly tends 
to happen in such cases, they nevertheless became public knowledge. The sensation they 
caused was all the greater becauseshortly before his deaththe Kommerzienrathad been 
appointed a Geheimer Kommerzienrat (Privy Councilor of Commerce) for his "undying 
services to the welfare of the people (He had donated several million for churches and other 
public buildings). 

The disastrous effect of this scandal on the young woman awaiting her birth reached its 
climax when Hermann was summoned before the examining magistrate at the instigation of the 
public prosecutor's office to determine whether he had known of his father-in-law's criminal 
activities or even aided and abetted them 

The court summons was served when Hermann was not at home. As Elisabeth's wife, 
she had to receive it in Hermann's absence. In her fear, she opened the document, fainted and 
fell down violently in the hallway. The result was an immediate premature birth. 

Before the doctor or Hermann, who were both immediately summoned, could be on the 
spot, the child was already there. It was alive. It was again a black, but this time beautiful 
Jewish boy. The mother demanded to see the child. When it was shown to her, she cried out 
loudly. 
and died the moment Hermann entered the room. Shortly thereafter, the child also died. 

With silent horror, Hermann stood by the corpse of his wife, unable to form a thought. 
Suddenly he was startled.He thought he saw a resemblance to her father in her features It was 
the slightly thicker lower lip hanging down in death that gave this impression. For the first 
time he perceived it.Also the broken eye now resembled that of the Kommerzienrat. Quickly 
he squeezed the dead woman's eyes shut and closed her mouth. And now she was again 
completely his Elisabeth. In wild pain he threw himself over the cooling corpse, unable to shed 
a tear. 

The doctor, who had rushed over in the meantime, was only able to separate him from 
the dead woman with difficulty.He watched impassivelydoctor examined He diagnosed death 
as a result of a heart attack. She had suffered an internal injury in the fall, and a blood clot had 
lodged in the ventricle. 

When one of the maids wanted to put the dead child into the arms of the dead mother, 
Hermann snatched it from her and put it back into the cradle. Then he folded Elisabeth's hands 
over a small brass cross, which had already served his mother as a death cross, ordered 
everyone present to leave the room and prayed silently at the bedside of the beloved dead. 

Far from the grave of her father, far from the grave of her child, Hermann placed the 
mortal remains of Elisabeth. 

Now the certainty came over him that the departed one was not dead, but only stripped 
of her earthly shell. If our senses were not too coarse as long as we walk in human clothing, we 
would perceive how the supposedly dead, very surprised at the change that has taken place 
with them, are around us in a body of the very finest ethereal material, how they try in vain to 
make themselves known to us and to get an answer to their questions as to why we are so sad. 
We would see how foolish and ridiculous they think it is that we pay such circumstantial 
honors to the remaining shell and behave as if the departed had been given a new lease of life. 
The same as before, the supposedly dead still live around us until they have found their new 
state and become aware that new tasks are waiting for them.Just as before, the supposedly dead 
still live around us until theyhavefound their way into their new stateand realize that new tasks 


are waiting for them, about which they need time, effort, work and experience to become clear, 
just as they needed time, effort, work and experience to become clear about their earthly task 
when they awoke to earthly consciousness Our earthly life is only a passage to other finer 
forms of existence. The hereafter is not another place, but another state. The more material and 
sensual a person was, the more difficult it will be for him to find his way in the new 
state,separatehis old surroundings and habits The more internalized and the more spiritual a 
person was, the more quickly and easily he becomes aware of his new condition, recognizes 
his new task and is able to detach himself from his old surroundings and his previous habits in 
order to devote all his soul forces to the new task. But what does this task consist of? To come 
to an ever clearer, purer and deeper insight into our relationship with God and thus to find the 
way back to the divine home, which we had forfeited by misusing our free will. But only 
selflesslove and devotion to our fellow human beings, to whom we should lighten the burden 
of life and help them find their way back to Godcan bring us closer to this goal That is why 
love is the highest commandment. 

We would also perceive the deep remorsetormentsthe departedwhen they look over their 
earthly life and realize all the unkindnesses they committed and all the missed opportunities to 
show love and thereby become better, purer and more perfect themselves We would see what 
terrible pain shakes the departed, who, misjudging the earthly purpose of life, led a life of 
transitoriness, and, greedy for money and power, rank and fame, failed to become aware of 
their true destiny and to live this destiny. At the sight of these departed 
we would understand in one fell swoop the words of Jesus: "What good would it do a man if 
he gained the whole world and yet suffered damage to his soul? We would also perceive the 
despair of those who softly, weakly and cowardly avoided the truth and did not find the 
courage to live their conviction and represent it before men. This remorse, this pain, is the 
purgatory of the departed and this despair their hell! All at once they now realize the 
divinegoal But in spite of all the agony of longing and deprivation, they are not able to come 
closer to it. Like Tantalus they reach in vain for the fruits hanging above them, dying of thirst 
and starvation without being able to die. And in this state they must remain until a new 
opportunity offers itself to them to put on the dress of a human body. Then they are confronted 
anew with the same tasks and temptations, andand again they have to start anew a life lived in 
vain, until they finally come to the realization of the earthly purpose of lifefindstrength to 
overcome themselveslive their true purpose in the hereafter despite all temptations and 
enticements of this world What are the eternities we have to toil for against the short span of 
time of this earthly life! How senseless it is to waste whole eternities again and again for the 
sake of the fleeting pleasures of these few human years! 

But we would also perceive the blessedness of those departed who had used their lives 
according to their higher destiny, who had led a life of selfless love in sacrifice for their 
neighbors, their people and their fatherland, who had defended their conviction regardless of 
their own advantage or disadvantage, who had found the courage to suffer and, if necessary, to 
die for this conviction.We would recognize that through such a life they gained insight, 
strength and maturity to nowenternew forms of lifeto take on new, higher tasks, which would 
bring them once again closer to the divine goal, until they finally became completely worthy of 
it 

But we would also recognize that it is a certain race of people in which the obdurate and 
unteachable spirits, who have turned away from God, embody themselves again and again in 
order to dissuade unsuspecting mankind from its true divine destiny by awakening selfishness 
and sensual greed, We would recognize that it is the same spirits who were responsible for the 
apostasy from God ages ago and since then have done everything to make the return to God 
difficult or impossible for the spiritual beings who have come to knowledgeWe would not tire 
of fighting and struggling until this devilish raceis rendered harmless to mankind It will not be 


possible for the German people to fulfill the task set for it by God of leading all the peoples of 
the globe towards internalization and spiritualization until it has freed itself from the influence 
of this sinister race. 


26. 


The judicial investigation against Hermann wasinconclusive Nevertheless, the 
blasphemers who associated him with the doings of his father-in-law did not cease. He did not 
have enough time to deal with this. He had his hands full. 

First of all, it was necessary to gain an insight into the almost immense business estate of 
the Kommerzienrat. letters, papers and books were not at all in the order that one should take 
for granted in such extensive undertakings The business correspondence was incomplete and 
disorganized. Whole parts were missing, and even seemed to have been deliberately destroyed. 
A number of transactions that were directly related to the stock exchange were only 
communicated by wire. 


led. In many cases, it was not even possible toidentifythe business partnersince only the telexes 
from the other side were available and copies of the ones from this side could not be found 

The exchange of letters and telexes spanned the entire globe, but it related only to 
brokerage transactions, to the purchase and sale of grain and coffee, cotton and sugar, hides 
and skins, ores and diamonds, leather and rubber wastepaper and tinplate chips, products and 
waste of every conceivable kind, patents and utility modelsFrom every activity that industrious 
people performed somewhere,the council of commerce knew how to draw its profitMillions of 
people working in the sweat of their brow wriggled in all five continents on the wires that 
converged in his hand He sat in his Berlin office like a fat spider, sucking the marrow out of 
the bodies and souls of all these people through these wire channels. 

The gold from which he had amassed his immense fortune had poured in from all over 
the world. He had chased it back again and again to all countries in order to force it to return 
home doubled and tripled. He did not allow the metal and the people, from whose sweat and 
blood he pressed itmoment He was the great pitiless heart that sucked up human blood to turn 
it into cash, whether it sprang from the veins of whites or blacks, yellows or reds, Christians or 
pagans. Over the corpses of people and families, even of whole peoples, he walked smilingly, 
if he could make money out of them. 

But he would never have harmed a hair on the head of one of his own race comrades. He 
needed them and they needed him. They were his outposts and officers who commanded his 
troops when he fought his battles. And he fought battles, money battles! The holy bread of God 
of a whole continent he had once bought up in one night. It was his property! He revelled in 
the thought that whole nations had to starve, if it now fitted into his calculation! 

But the bread of God he played off against the copper, the copper again against the tin, the tin 
against the cottoncotton againstleather, the leather against the gold, and the gold against human 
souls and the human souls against God!And for these shifts and displacements he needed his 
race comrades, those nimble, lanky and lithe figures with the greedy, unsteady eyes and the 
soundless gait, who, like himself, were fatherless, at home all over the world, and whose 
military papersbristledindispensability and indispensability, heart, lung, liver, kidney, intestine 
and stomach ailments They sat as his scouts and emissaries in all parts of the world, in all 
newspapers and in all stores. It was they who provided him with beckons, messages, notes, 
each of which was worth millions. They controlled the transatlantic cables, the wireless 
stations, the news sources for the whole globe. If they wanted to, they could unleash a world 
war overnight, and they would unleash it as soon as they considered the time favorable for "big 
business." After all, the destinies of the world are directed by only a few hundred men, all of 


whom belonged to his race! ””) 

all other fields of human activity, toohis racial comrades workedhis hands and carried on 
his business, in the fields of science and literature, of art and theater, as well as in politicsThey 
are ceaselessly at workdestroythose primeval ideals of God, freedom, immortality, prince and 
fatherlandput in their placeideals of freedom from lies, fatherlessness and godlessness Since 
they control the press of the whole world, they have an easy game. Millions upon millions of 
copies of these newspapers flutter among mankind every day and hammer the ideals of lies 
into their brains and hearts. By destroying the purchasingmiddle classes, by erecting 
department stores and prostitutes' palaces, by the most shameless and filthy advertising, they 
understand how to create unnatural and perverse needs in 
To artificially awaken, nourish, spread and keep awake masses of people, in order to "make" 
only money and again and again money. plan, healthy people, happy to exist, are transformed 
into miserable creatures, sick in body and soul, disintegrated with themselves and God and the 
world, desperate, who are now easilystirred upagainst the existing order Wherever masses are 
stirred up under the lying slogan of "freedom and progress," it is members of this race who 
carry out this stirring up. The founder of Social Democracy was a Jew, and Jews are its leaders 
to this day. "Freedom," the Germanic's self-imposedduty, they call the arbitrariness and 
licentiousness which they arouse in the masses, and "progress" the chaos which it is their 
advantage to bring about For only in chaos can the wheat of this chaotic race flourish; where 
order, discipline and custom prevail, it cannot flourish. And the German workers, deceived and 
lied to by their Jewish and Judaized leaders, do not even suspect that they are only means to 
the end of these "people-gratifiers" to satisfy their own greed for power and money and to 
establish on their backs the rule of "capital" once and for all. ”) 

Hermann gained a frightening insight into these connections from an exchange of letters 
that one of these "people's benefactors" had conducted with the Kommerzienrat It read: 


Dr. Fritz Frankfurter M. d. R. Lawyer 


Your Highness 
Mr. Burghamer, Member of the Board of Trade 
Berlin-Grunewald 


Dear friend and patron! 

I have received the honorable order from our secret committee to ask you once again for 
the allocation of a larger small sum. It concerns 308,000 Marks - for you a trifle - for the 
purchase of the "Geragemiinder Zeitung" and the "Stadt- und Landbote" of Eberhausen. 


The sheets are now both available together for the above amount. After our advertising 
center has been hanging the bread basket higher and higher for them for years, the desired 
consumption has promptly and surely occurred. I myself am in third place with 45,000 Mark 
mortgages. Bills of exchange in about double the amount are in my hand. If I present, owner 
must sell. A very smooth thing. Straw man - harmless goy - naturally present. Foundation of 
the G. m. b. H. already in progress. 

I ask you not to transfer the money to me, but to our "Charity Fund for needy co- 
religionists", as always. 

With excellent esteem 

Your most devoted 
Frankfurt M. d. R. 


J. Burghamer 
Kgl. Pruss. Kommerzienrat 
Dr. Fritz Frankfurter M. d. R. 


Berlin W. 
Kurftirstendamm 

Dearest! 

Your honored of 12. cr. has become right to me. But I think you are beginning to get 
funny! What are these two sausage papers for? you imagine that they can be used to create an 
artificial bull market or bear market for coffee and cotton? And 308,000 marks? So ne 
mesumme is called with you a Bagatelle? Have you ever calculated the interest rate, if you 
only put 6 'Z> percent? 

Not to be done! 

Yours sincerely 
Burghamer. 


Dr. Fritz Frankfurter M. d. R. 

Lawyer 

Your Highness 

Mr. Burghamer, Member of the Board of Trade 
Berlin-Grunewald 

Esteemed friend and patron! 

Your much appreciated letter proves to me that you still know how to joke. May the God 
of our fathers grant you your divine humor! The famous poet Shakespeare could envy you for 
it! 

Of course, you can not make these two "world sheets" directly serve your generous 
purposes. But you know, we collect all into the same barn! And thereby you profit nevertheless 
most of all! Our great plans can only be realized if we control the press of all countries. The 
great founder of our Alliance already said that!') In France, England and America, we have 
long been in the saddle, as well as in the other European countries. Only in Germany do we 
still have problems, even though we already have direct or indirect control of over 90 percent 
of the entire press there. The leading papers in Berlin and the provinces are already entirely in 
our hands, with only a few exceptions, which the tenacious conservatives and Alldeutsche and 
a few Catholics still dispute with us. But even among them, we've already made it so far that at 
least they don't jostle us too violently anymore. Art goes by bread! You will seldom have read 
anything anti-Semitic in the feuilleton of most of these well-behaved papers in recent years, 
and you will even find our people eagerly propagating it.And the part below the line is no less 
important for us thanpolitical oneabove the lineYes, it is precisely here that we canworkquite 
inconspicuouslyfor our cause But we are still missing the small provincial papers! It is on them 
that we are most concerned now. We need to systematically attract to us the pastors, judges, 
doctors, senior teachers, the officers of the small and medium-sized garrisons, in short, the 
representatives of the solid middle class of both denominations, who, along with conservatives 
and all-Germans, are the main pillars of the throne and the altar. They are already quite 
gratifyingly, let us say not to use the reactionary word "infected," affi- cated by the addiction 
to rapid acquisition, by the need for amusement and elevated standards of living, and by all the 
cute jokes that we stage with such visible success in the big cities with the help of the press and 
the theater. And these capable people are, of course, like all Germans, no less amenable to 


lll This refers to the French minister Cremieux, who founded the 
"Alliance israelite universelle" in Paris in 1860, a Jewish society which, 
under the guise of charity, represents Jewish special purposes all over 
the world and has immense funds at its disposal. The outstanding Jews of 
the whole world belong to it as members. In 1907, its membership 
exceeded 30,000. 


phrases and catchwords than the already somewhat lighter material of the big cities. The 
German swears by everything printed. So all that matters is that we make everything accessible 
to him in his body and stomach papers that is suitable for putting water on our mills. You 
should just observe these people in their local pubs! If it is a matter of a difference of opinion 
in political, scientific or artistic matters, what is written in the newspaper always decides for 
themdepends only on the fact that these harmlessGerman minds do not notice anythingFor this 
purpose, it is enough tomakeextensiveuse of the words "German" and "national" and to 
advocate their repeated demands for salary increases in a brisk and dashing manner If one 
further sets out to tell the German philistine what he likes to hear, to praise everything that can 
be considered an excuse for his mindless goings-on, one soon has a winning game. Nothing is 
easier than tofascinatethe German with the words "culture," "freedom of mind and conscience" 
and so on. He can no more stand the reproach of intolerance and regressiveness than he can be 
forced to do anything against his conscience. But everybody rides some hobbyhorse or other, 
and it is only a question of guiding him in such a way that he rides it for us without realizing it 
himself! To lull this all too lively German conscience and to build its conviction on our ideas 
and premises, that is the art which we must practice and develop ever more perfectly! For the 
purpose 

the reactionary concepts of God and immortality, emperor, king and fatherland, which are the 
last and real obstacle to the realization of our plans, must be torn out of even the most obdurate 
Christian minds andreplacedby our slogans "world and all-soul", "freedom and progress", 
"equalityfraternity", "humanity and humanity", and so on.The Association of German 
Freethinkers and the Dissidentenvereinalone can accomplish this just as little as our well- 
behaved monists with their scientific Sunday devotions(I recently attended such an Ostwald 
serviceand had trouble remaining serious These Germans are simply delicious!) So it is not 
enough. It can only be done through the press. In the feature pages and in the "Women's 
supplement" - a nice word, by the way, isn't it? - we have the best opportunity to infiltrate the 
Germans bit by bit with our ideas.Oh, if only the good German housewives knew that all their 
"fashion shows," "German laundry and needleworkmagazines," "Heim und Herd," "Deutscher 
Kinderhort," "Dies Blatt gehért der deutschen Hausfrau," etc., and all the innocuous family 
magazines are all staged and financed by us! Apropos! The poem "Ahasvers frohliches 
Wanderlied"Ahasver's Merry Wandering Song") recently published in the "Aktion" by that 
unfortunate Paul Mayer, otherwise one of our most hopeful, was a huge flop! We immediately 
relieved the careless young man, who here exposed all our cards, of his editor's post. Thank 
God the "Teutschen" did not notice anything further! An immeasurable blessing for us is the 
German beer and the thrice holy Friih- und Dammerschoppen! God keep the Germans thirsty! 
As hungry as they may be as students, the beer finally washes away all their hunger! Once the 
state examination has been happily passed and the state nursery has finally been reached, then 
goodbye Dr. Faustus!The stomach leaflet, the casino, the bowling club, at best the reading 
circle, and whoever can afford a performance of the "Robbers"and thenthen enough for all 
mental and spiritual 

and revolutionary needs. Thanks to this delicious barley juicewe have, so to speak, quite virgin 
soil before us in them, which is easy to plow and promises a great yield You can see this in the 
success of our joke papers. There is hardly a pub or shaving store in the whole of the holy 
German Empire where the "Simplizissimus," the "Lustige Blatter" and our many illustrated 
journals are not on display. What our peoplecan afford inribaldry and ambiguity in national 
and religiousmatters borders on the miraculous! But it goes, it goes! One finds already nothing 
more thereby and the edition numbers rise from month to month! Strange people these 
Germans! A family man who would chase his daughter out of his house without a second 
thought because of a misstep he has made, sips with pleasure the obscenities we put in front of 
him and finds nothing but "modern art" in their grimaces, which, between us, are often all too 


hideous. The word "modern" is a very important one! What a service it has already rendered 
us! In fact, we can cover everything that matters to us with it, and men and women of all 
classes and strata fall for it like for sugar! Just think of fashion! Who would dare to go 
"unfashionably" dressed! The coup has actually succeeded brilliantly for us! And also quite 
pleasant for us! One does not need to go to the ballet or to the Bariete at all! Everything that 
one wishes to see in the sweet females, one has now so completely free on the street and in the 
very finest society! But famos that! But what do I tell you! You are an expert in this! (By the 
way, how are you pleased with the blonde Westphalian I imported for you from Liidenscheid a 
few months ago? Fresh as roses! What?!) 
But I got off the subject. So we can buy the leaflets? I can assume that I have convinced 
you? 
So please send the money to our "charity fund"! 
In pleasant expectation of your philanthropic promise I remain 
in excellent esteem 
always your most devoted 
Frankfurter, M. d. R. 
P.S. I would like to visit you personally, in order to explain everything to you 
verballyeven more insistently! But I know you don't like visits, that's why this long letter. 


J. Burghamer 
Kgl. Pruss. Kommerzienrat 
Dr. Fritz Frankfurter M. d. R. 
Berlin’ W. 

Kurftirstendamm Dearest! 

Best thanking I confirm your honored of 14. cr. with your detailed remarks. But don't 
you have to say yourself that from our side quite a lot is made a big mistake. Much too much 
publicity for us! Much too much chutzpah! 'Y) The "Berliner Tageblatt" makes us the biggest 
risches! ‘) "Frankfurter Zeitung" is much more careful! This one works much more indirectly! 
But the "Tageblatt" has to turn all Germans into All-Germans! It is a great stupidity to consider 
all Germans as stupid! Are certainly not stupid the conservatives and Alldeutsche! They have 
long noticed what we want, because the Berliner Tageblatt shout too loudly. I fear we have lost 
in the last years all good Chansen, which we have had! Can you inform me once, how our 
things stand? But please in writing, so that I have time to think everything well. I am not 
averse to doing this with newspapers, but first I need to see more clearly. 

Yours sincerely 
Burghamer. 

Dr. Fritz Frankfurter M. d. R. 

Lawyer 

Your Highness 

Mr. Burghamer, Member of the Board of Trade 
Berlin-Grunewald Most 
honored friend and patron! 

Basically, you are not wrong. Certainly, the gentlemen from Jerusalemer Strasse are a bit 
too eager. But don't forget that the Berliner Tageblatt is our central organ, and with its 
subscriber base of over a quarter of a million, it is the leading German newspaper. It is entitled 
to take some liberties! Don't forget that it is almost the only and most widespread German 
daily newspaper that is also read overseas, and that its news about German conditions and 


IV Jewish expression for "impudence". 
V Jewish term for "anti-Semitism". 


circumstances abroad are considered authentic. So it is quite good to keep one's mouth a little 
full. The impression must be created abroad that barbaric conditions prevail in Germany, that 
the German people languish in slave chains and that they have no greater desire than to abolish 
the monarchy. Do not think that we underestimate the intelligence and the power of the 
Conservatives and All-Germans! But precisely because they realize where we want to go and 
every German who cares about the German future should actually be an All-German, that is 
why these people are so dangerous to us, and that is why they must be denigrated by every 
possible means at home and abroad. Since they are at the same time the unwavering loyalists to 
the king and emperoreverything must be done to discredit them even at the top Do not forget, 
either, that we are dependent on scolding and shouting and badmouthing, since we have 
nothing positive to put in its place, which we must undermine in order to achieve our goals. 
We would be downright lost if we didn't have social democracy, on whose back we are 
swimming. Of course, we have just as little usethe social democraticstate of the future as we do 
for a strong monarchy 

from the frying pan into the fire. Basically, we want exactly the opposite of what social 
democracy wants: the absolute domination of international capital, which is already largely in 
our hands today. ™*) The democratization ofthe empire is the indispensable prerequisite for this, 
and with it we are on the most beautiful path We are moving forward with giant strides! The 
only serious obstacle still lies in the Prussian Parliament. But once we have the right to vote in 
the Reichstag in Prussia, parliamentary government in the Reich will come as surely as the 
child after the wedding, and everything else will then be only a question of time. In this, the 
government is our strongest ally. The leading gentlemen, insofar as they still belong to the 
older generation, are truly afraid of us. The accusation of being antisocial or illiberal, of not 
"keeping up with the times" or of "not understanding the signs of the times" today makes even 
the most dried-up bureaucrat sweat with fear. And the leading gentlemen of the younger 
generation have already been inoculated with the bacillus of the opportunistic-egoistic view of 
life to such an extent that they are hardly any different from us. Old Prussian simplicity and 
thriftiness can hardly be found among them anymore. They consume money like hay and are 
therefore virtually dependent on us, because their manors have long since been mortgaged by 
us. Do not misunderstand me! There is nothing to be done with "gifts of honor"! Beware! 
Unfortunately, we are still a long way from reaching that point with them!In France, England 
and America, these blessed countries of freedom, we arealready much further aheadthanks to 
the parliamentarysystem! No! But for what do we have our _ daughters! 
biblicalancestorsalreadymost beautiful businesswith them One is in Germany in religious 
things already so prejudice-free that with a marriage denominational differences hardly play a 
role, And if already! Fine! Then we'll just have Rebeckchen baptized. Protestant or Catholic or 
monistic, just as you wish. At the same time we suggest 

Most of the time, when we do business, we kill two birds with one stone. Once they come up 
there more and more into our dependence, and then our daughters bring about at the same time 
the necessary impact of our blood into Germanicism *»). This is the surest way to get rid of 
anti-Semitism. Well, you know what I mean! But even in this way, the wonderful adaptability 
of the Germans to all kinds of foreign things is quite beneficial to us. The business competition 
into which they are forced by us, and the resulting continuedintercourse with us, has already 
given rise to a breed of Jewish Christians who leave nothing to be desired in terms of 
authenticity That is just what business brings with it. A good businessman today must be a 
Jew, one way or another, otherwise he will be left behind and will not be able to hold his own. 
For all these reasons, we above, praised and thanked be God, lack the policy of the strong hand 
today. Through the affiliation with us so many connections and relations arise back and forth, 
the higher civil service careernowcostssuch enormous sums, since the participation in all kinds 
of luxury and glamorous trappingshas become such a self-evident prerequisite that many from 


our circles, baptized and unbaptized, are already up there and influence the whole machinery 
consciously or unconsciously in such a way that it works the way we need it”). 

It will be a great thing when the brake of the PrussianHouse of Representatives will no 
longer work! I look forward to that day! Then we have finally won the game! Then goodbye 
Hohenzollern and Wittelsbach and the rest of you German princes! The republic is then only a 
question of time! And when we will have the United States of Europe! O my! The business! 
Not to be thought of!Well, unfortunately, for the time being we are not yet ready, and many a 
drinkmust be brewed for the ponderous Germans before their eyes glaze over Above all, they 
must not be allowed to catch their breath! The government must be plunged sans cesse from 
one embarrassment into another, how and by what means is quite indifferent. The individual 
strata of the people, the estates and the professions must be angered upward in such a way that 
out of sheer obstinacy they run into the yarn of the Socialists or of progress. That is for us 
toute la meme chose because we have them on a leash for a long time. A wonderful quandary 
against the government we have at the social legislation! Praise and thanks and praise to its 
inventor! And since we hit the costs of the new taxes, nevertheless, always on the business, 
without that the public notices something, so we kill again several flies with a stone. Up there 
in the Olympic regions, however, it's a pure club of the harmless. Truly, a lot can happen 
before they notice anything! Only "Lui!" I don't trust him. He has damn sharp eyes! But as 
long as our luminaries have direct telephone contact with him, there is no danger from there. 
Unfortunately, the same cannot be said of the younger gentleman. But by the time he has 
something to say, we will be in the saddle! The present is the critical time for us! 
Unquestionably! But we will make it, if not these ... The conservatives and the damned 
Alldeutsche with their stirring educational work! They are making us sweat! You are quite 
right when you warn us to take them for fools! We must work against them with all infernal 
means! Otherwise they are capable of screwing up the whole butter business at the last hour! 
The best way is still to watch out if and how and when and where someone needs money from 
them. Our co-religionists from Galicia and Poland, who go about their business from estate to 
estate, have alreadyrenderedus valuable servicesthis respectlt is a real blessing that a lieutenant 
of the guardcan squander more in one year than ten thousand acres of land yieldAnd then there 
is this damnable racial doctrinenow beginning to become fashionable! The impertinent thing is 
that one is beginning to realize that it is really not a matter of denomination or anything of that 
sort that is incidental, but solely and actually a matter of race. Because, let's face it: 

In no country in the world are we Jews as tolerant as in Germany. We can build synagogues as 
much as we want. The highest and very highest rulers even appear at their inauguration. But 
we don't care about that at all! We want to go somewhere else! 

So there will still be hard fights with the race representatives! For this very purpose we 
must get hold of the entire German press, in order to prevent the cause from becoming popular! 
The consequences would be unimaginable! The furor teutonicus is not to be trifled with! 
Therefore, believe me, dear friend, every little paperin the empire is important now! We must 
block every, even the smallest mouse hole, through which something of that could penetrate 
into the people, which does not fit into our concept! *’) For the rest, of course, it still means to 
bring our people into the leading positions of all professions! **) We are succeeding more and 
more every year. Actually, only the army and the navy still cause us difficulties. But with the 
help of baptism, we are making gratifying progress there as well. As long as the officer corps 
chooses their comrades themselves, baptism does not always work. Well, once we have equal 
suffrage in Prussia and parliamentary government in the Reich, we will make short work of 
this pigtail. In any case, we already have the upper hand in the spiritual sphere. Just look at the 
list of university teachers! *°) Not to speak of literature, art and theater! And the numbers, 
which are not of our blood, must already dance after our pipe, if they want to dance along at 
all! And they dance! And quite splendidly! What else would we have our critics for? And in 


Berlin, apart from the director of the royal theater, there is not a single theater director who is 
not circumcised! Actually, that's great! And our actors and singers! Truly in the synagogue we 
are no more among ourselves than in the theater! And then these various Goethe, Kleist, 
Hebbel and Kant societies and other cultural societies and writers' associations! Greatly it all 
works *°). The 

Trade is of course ours! Industry but unfortunately only in part. Some sizes are still hanging on 
to outdated concepts. But even they will need money at some point. The general German 
teachers' association has become very valuable to us, and the middle class of civil servants 
promises no less favorable successmain thing now is to reduce authority andpromoteself- 
confidence But for this we also need the last provincial newspaper! So, once again, we can 
count on you, most esteemed friend and patron? The matter will pay off! You can be sure of 
that! 

But now I have enough rattling! My machine smokes already! Because I must operate 
the box most single-handedly by reason! But the main thing is that I have convinced you! 
Therefore my best thanks in advance in the name of our secret committee. 

Your devoted friend and admirer 
Frankfurt M. d. R. 


J. Burghamer 
Kgl. Pruss. Kommerzienrat 
Mr. Dr. Fritz Frankfurter M. d. R., Attorney at Law 
Berlin W. 
Kurftirstendamm 

Dearest! 

In confirmation of your honored of 16 cr. I am ready to make thing. Since you with the 
acceptors themselves earn casually 25 per cent, we will go united when we set fixed masemats 
‘') to about 300,000, at which you thus still earn 10 to 15 mille. There is no other way to do it. 

Crossed check for charity fund account enclosed in the amount mentioned. 

Yours sincerely 


Burgham 
Dr. Fritz Frankfurter M. d. R. 
Lawyer 
Mr. Burghamer, Member of the Board of Trade 
Berlin-Grunewald 
Dear Sir! 


Acknowledge on behalf of our committee with best thanks receipt of crossed check for 
Mark 300,000 (three times hundred thousandMarks) 

Yours sincerely 

Frankfurt M. d. R. 


With bated breath, Hermann had finished reading the correspondence. So it had already 
come that far! The German people were being contaminated and poisoned according to plan! 
Something had to happen before it was too late! The only thing thatcould and had to be done at 
all was togovernment and the people about the nature and character, the aim and plan of this 
raceHermann immediately sent a copy of the correspondence to the Emperor, the Imperial 
Chancellor, to all the Princes of the Federation, their governments and to individual members 
of the Reichstag 


VI Jewish expression for "rotten business". 


In the meantime, he continued to arrange the estate. 

Only in the last fifteen years had the Board of Trade also dealt with the exploitation of 
patents. The inventors were settled once and for all with low lump sums. Only a few had a 
share of a few hundred in the permanent earnings, while he earned millions with them. The 
Council of Commerce itself did not exploit the patents in the factory; it only granted the right 
to manufacture in the form of licenses. It was not important to him to achieve something 
useful, to "make" money was his only ambition! Money, money, money! He did not care in 
what way he made it. only value-generatingenterprise in which he had ever participated was 
the factory run by Hermann, and that was Hermann's work alone 

Two hundred and sixty-four million marks alone were the cash accounts that the 
Kommerzienrat had with the banks. But strange! Only a small fraction of this sum, a little over 
ten million, was placed in German banks. The whole immense remainder of over a quarter of a 
billion wasinvestedEnglish and American, but mostly in Swiss and Swedishbanks Truly, the 
Kommerzienrat was well prepared for the coming world war! He had placed his main force in 
the neutral countries, and in the presumably hostile ones he had left only so many auxiliary 
forces in order toable to makehis war profits there, too, through the mediation of his 
international race comrades From the neutral countries he could send his reserves to friend and 
foe depending on the course of events! 

The Kommerzienrat had bequeathed no less than fifty million marks to the Alliance 
israelite universelle’.The will contained the note that she had already been informed of this 
inheritanceand had been notarially authorized by him to withdraw the sum from his Paris bank 
immediately upon learning of his death The rest of the huge fortune was inherited in equal 
shares by the Kommerzienratin and Elisabeth.Since Elisabeth had died in the meantime, 
Hermann had nowbecomeheirshare of the fortune of over one hundred million markswas 
allotted to herHe was not in doubt for a minute that heshould not keepthismoney for himself 
He was only thinking about what charitable purpose it could best be used for, and he was soon 
clear about that, too. 

incomprehension with which the ruling circlesconfronted withdanger of the Jews, which 
threatened Germany's entire futureevident to Hermann from the replies he received to his 
petitions The emperor's civil cabinet replied that the document was "not suitable for 
submission to the highest authorities. The answers of the cabinets of the other federal princes 
were similar, as far as they took any notice of it. Only the Bavarian government 
explained that she was well aware of these "evils," but that unfortunately, according to the 
"state of affairs," a remedy could not be found.The German Chancellor did not comment at all 
The future of the German people seemed to be of no concern to him.The GermanReichstag 
deputies thanked him for the valuable material, but warned Hermann to be on his guard 
Anyone who dared to take action against Jewry would not only be putting his fortune and 
existence at risk, but also his honest name, since this race would stop at nothing to render its 
opponents harmless. 

Hermann did not know any personal considerations, neither for himself nor for others, 
when it was necessary toact according tohis conviction Dangers could at most irritate him, but 
not hold him back. He therefore quickly came to the decision to use the entire fortune inherited 
from the Kommerzienrat, after deducting the compulsory portion allotted to his son, to fight 
against Judaism. He had the rock-solid confidence that the German people would of their own 
accord find ways and means to get rid of this enemy, once they had recognized him in all his 
fearfulness and insidiousness. He therefore donated a quarter of his inheritance, amounting to 
about 12 million marks, to a scientific society for the purpose of founding an institute for racial 
research and racial hygiene. He made the explicit stipulation that all employees of this 
foundation, from scholars and civil servants down to the last servant, must be ethnic Germans 
and not Jews. Jew, as a member ofa race alien to the German species, not as a confessor of any 


"religion," would have to be designated every resident of Germany whose ancestors still 
showed confessors of the Mosaic faith in the grandfatherly lineage A second quarter was 
transferred to a German national association with the purpose of continuously informing the 
German people by word and writing about the nature and essence of Judaism and its ultimate 
conscious and unconscious goals. He used the remainder, amounting to more than 25 million 
marks, to found Volksdeutschernewspaper companies with the aim 
The main task was to break the Jewish monopoly on newspaper advertising, on which the main 
power of the Jewish press was based. 

Thus Hermann Kémpfer sought to atone for the crimes his father-in-law had committed 
against the German peoplebut at the same time it was atonementfor the sin against the blood of 
which he had become guilty through his marriage, half consciously, half unconsciously 


Dh 


Hermann had never found the hustle and bustle of Greater Berlin so unbearableas since 
the death of Elisabeth Since he lived on the outskirts of the city at Reichskanzlerplatz in 
Charlottenburg and his factory was in Lichterfelde, he rarely came into contact with Berlin 
proper. He only entered the inner city when he had business there or had to go to one of the 
train stations to start a journey. Now, however, the arrangement of the estate and the handling 
of inheritance and foundation matters tookhim to Berlin almost daily and forced him to spend 
hours and days thereIn doing so, he noticedovercomethat feeling of fear, despair and 
inexpressiblesadness that threatened to suffocate him when he first entered the megacity from 
the Potsdam train station seven years agolIt was not the feeling of abandonment and 
helplessness thattends to overwhelm visitors toprovinces when they are exposed to the big city 
for the first time This suffocating feeling was of a different, foreboding kind. He had not been 
able to get rid of it since he had settled in Berlin, had married and had come to position and 
reputation. Once, when he accompanied Elisabeth on her shopping trip to a department store, 
this bleakfeeling had become overpowering in himThese jumbledpeople, bound only by the 
most miserable interests of the momentindulging in the lowest necessities, seemed to be the 
last 


The rest of their divine dignity to have lost. They buzzed around like blowflies. It was as if 
maggots and worms swarmed around him. Nameless pity and insurmountable disgust choked 
him. At that time he had grabbed Elisabeth by the arm and pulled her out of the seething 
turmoil onto the street and into the car. When she asked him in amazement, he silently waved 
her off. He ordered the driver to drive as quickly as possible to the Grunewald. There he 
stopped and spent some time in the fresh air, breathing for liberation. But the royal Prussian 
pines, set up and aligned like a regiment of guards, the papers and scraps of newspaper lying 
around everywhere, the sparse grass growth rising up out of the March sand, did not allow the 
mood and strength to arise in him to banish the horrible impressions. He hurriedly went home, 
packed his suitcase with the most necessary things and traveled with Elisabeth for a few days 
to the Thuringian Forest. Only there in the mountains, under the rustling trees, between the 
murmuring brooks, on the heights and slopes, in grass and flowers, among the simple, natural, 
hard-working people, did the nightmare leave him and he found himself again. 

Similar feelings, of which he was not yet able to give an account, had already seized him 
in his childhood when he entered a fair or was taken to a public amusement. Once, when his 
father had put him on a merry-go-round with his siblings, despite his reluctance, he jumped off 
in the middle of the ride. Although he had been bloodied in the fall, his enraged father, who 
interpreted his behavior as defiance, had given him a beating on the spot, to the great 
amusement of the crowd. Then Hermann had run away and into the forest and had thrown 


himself crying into the grass. When he returned home in the evening, he looked forward to the 
new punishment, which, however, did not come at his mother's request.Since that time, he 
couldno longer hearthe loud, blaringcarousel organs from afar The same 

Dark melancholy had later crept into his heart when he entered a beer pub for the first time as a 
student. For the same reason, while he was still unmarried, he had onlylunch or dinner in 
innsmost urgent cases If he could not eat at home with his landlady, he would buy something 
to eat at home or outdoors. 

The noise, the bustle and bluster of the big city was unbearable to him. The eternal 
rattling and ringing of the streetcar! The thunder of the elevated and subway trains!hissing and 
pounding, ear- and brain-tearing screech of brakes of the light rail!whirring and whizzing, 
tooting and trumpeting of the automobiles! The shouting of the crier and newspaper vendor! 
And between all this these eternally rushing, running, falling, chasing people! What are they 
chasing after? Money, money, only money! And from money to pleasure, and from pleasure to 
greed, and from greed again to pleasure and greed and finally into the grave and into the gray 
nothingness! So they think! What an awakening this will be for them one day! But they have 
no time for reflection and thinking! They must hurry and rush, run and chase, not to be late, 
not to stay behind, because the other is otherwise always already there and has already 
occupied the place! When do these people actually sleep? Or when do they only rest? At night? 
There the life and the bustle and bustle begins only! And Lucifer's torches shine in addition! 
Fireworks flare up, fountains of colored light, whole bunches and sheaves of glittering, 
blinding rays shoot up incessantly from all streets and squares into the black-blue night sky 
Lightning, followed by no thunder, repeatedly rips apart the same front of houses in the same 
place six times a minute; each time it sets fire to a giant hat bearing the inscription "Tipp"- 
opp!" Six times in a mint, three hundred and sixty times in an hour, two thousand one hundred 
and sixty times in six hours "Tipp-topp!" Rockets shoot up and ignite an inscription "The new 
method!". Success! Wealth! Guarantee!" Snakes of fire and wheels of fire circle ceaselessly 
around a cigarette and necktie billboard. On the gable of a department store, a red, green or 
violet sun spins madly, spitting colored fire onto roofs, houses, streets and squares. Between 
the double gables of a rival buildingan arrow of light continues to jumpback and From one side 
it points to the giant flame writing: "Linen sale!", on the other, "Only tomorrow!" A giant light 
frame stretched over several roofs, with a fire snake shimmering in all the colors of the 
rainbow running around its perimeter incessantly, changes the inscription every five seconds: 
"Mayers Fettpuder unerreicht!" "Haarofarbin rejuvenates you by 20 years!", "Smart mothers 
nourish with breast milk substitute!", "Latest Parisian models just arrived", "Central Theater! 
For the 486th time 'The Cinema Queen!'", "Palace Variety daily new program!", "National 
Cinema! On the heights of life or the false countess!" etc. etc. It is as if a Satanic brain is 
constantly hatching new madness and insanity. 

And above all this, the eternal stars shine! Don't these asphalt people come to their 
senses when their eyes touch the sky? Yes, were they still people at all? Hermann had once 
flown over Berlin on a balloon flight. From the balloon, this Berlin looked like a large 
honeycomb, and involuntarily the thought came to his mind that people built their cities out of 
instincts very similar to those of these animals. And truly, these people were also nothing more 
than animals who lived only from vegetative drives and for such drives! That theypossessa 
divinespiritcoming from the eternity andreturning tothe eternitythis tickling and crawling 
teeming did not become aware of 

Hermann had always fled from this soulless city life to Elisabeth. Now he was doing it 
again. His thoughtsincessantlywith her, and when he came home tired and weary, it was as if 
she were around him just as before The feeling of her alive 
Presence was so strong that he invited her, as in the past, to sit with him on the sopha at the 
twilight hour and chat with him a little. Then he took her in his arms, laid her delicate head 


against his breast, and dreamed with her by the fireside into the twilight of the winter night. He 
would also lay his head against her delicate neck or in her lap, and it was as if she were 
stroking his forehead and eye with her dear hand as she used to do, or running her delicate 
fingers through his hair. No, the beloved woman was not dead! Now more than ever she was 
most intimately united with him, only she was detached from all earthly heaviness and material 
conditionality of earthly existence. Truly, his happiness in love and marriage would have been 
perfect only now, if the bodily presence of the unnatural child had not embittered and 
destroyed it again and again. But now he had to atone all his life for the grave sin he had 
committed against the holy blood of his race. Not even the unselfish love from which his 
marriage with Elisabeth had sprung absolved him from this sin. His race had the right to 
demand from him renunciation of this marriage, and he had the duty to fulfill this demand. 
Only now, when this love had become a bodiless covenant of the soul, did he suspect the 
conditions under which he aloneshould have been allowed to enter intoa union with Elisabeth 
Their common task should have been to overcome the bodily urges and to preserve for their 
love that purely spiritual form which had constituted the whole bliss of their bridal time. Only 
now did Hermann understand the anxious foreboding that crept over him at that time, when he, 
against his inner voice, under the compulsion of custom and usagesteppedfrom the 
engagementto the marriage 

Thus Hermann lived with the secluded lover. Lately, however, he made a perception that 
seemed inexplicable to him. He often caught himself thinking not of Elisabeth, but of R6schen 
Brunner. As ridiculous as this seemed to him, and as much as hetried to overcome these 
thoughts, they returned again and again to the 
The girl and that last night in May, when he in intoxication and passion tore her to himself and 
she gave him the sweet blossom of her young body without resistance and will. 

How long was that? About eight years! What could have become of her? Suddenly it 
shot hotly through his head: how, if that passionate night had not remained without 
consequences? But then the girl would have written to him! She had written to him, but her 
first letters contained nothing of the sort. He had not answered them at all, and when two more 
letters arrived later at short intervals, he had first hesitated whether he should send them back 
unopened, since these relations could not lead to anything, since his heartbelongedElisabeth 
But then he had come to his senses, he did not want to do such a pain to the girl and so he had 
put the letters aside unopened. They must still lie in a certain drawer of his desk, and now 
suddenly the impulsecame overhim to read these letters He immediately found them where he 
thought they were. 

Hastily he vomited the first. It was as he had suspected.In awkward, unspeakably sad, 
but not at all reproachful words, she told him that she felt like a mother She understood 
perfectly that he could not marry her, since she was of low estate, but she hoped that he would 
not abandon her now in her distress, even though he had not answered her earlier letters. In 
order to spare her old father the shame, and since he would chase her out of the house, she 
wanted to look for a position far away from home in a foreign city, where there was a clinic for 
such girls as she had now become, and where she would then ask to be admitted to give birth 
to the child. But she did not have enough money to travel, she wanted to go to Leipzig. The 
train ride there would cost eleven eighty marks, and then she would need some money for her 
first living expenses until she found a job, all in all she would need 25 marks. She asked him to 
send her this sum, since she knew of no one she could ask. She 
She said that she would pay him back the money in pennies and nickels as soon as she had 
earned that much. In the end, she assured him of her hot, inextinguishable love, and that she 
was actually quite happy, despite everything, to now have a child, which she had already 
wished for as a little girl, when she was still playing with her doll. If it were a boy, she would 
have it christened Hermann, and if a girl, Hermine. 


When Hermann read this letter, he felt like a dishonorable journeyman, even like a 
criminal. Tentatively he regurgitated the second letter, written about three quarters of a year 
later. He began by saying that she had never wanted to write to him again, since he could never 
have loved her, otherwise he would have lent her the money she wanted. But she still loved 
him and for that reason could not marry him, although she had often had the opportunity to do 
so, because she could never forget him, especially now that she had such a sweet child by him. 
In the future, she would never bother him with letters again, especially since, as she had heard, 
he had become such a great and distinguished gentleman, and he would marry soon. But she 
would like to see his bride once. She had heard that she was a millionaire and very beautiful. 
But he need not be afraid that she will demand something from him again. She earned enough 
for herself and her child and had even saved something. She wanted to write to him today for 
the very last time that the child was a boy and already two months old. At birth it weighed 
almost nine pounds and was big and strong and healthy and already resembled its father. He 
had the same blue eyes, the same soft blond hair and the same fine white skin. Even his nose 
was beginning to become sharp and straight, just like his. The end of the letter read literally: 

"Now I say goodbye to you for the last time, my dear darling. Even if you have forgotten 
me, I will never forget you. 

I love you so true and hot, 
Until red roses turn white, 
Until white roses turn red, I love you to death. 
Your Rosele." 


It is not possible to describe the sensations that surged through Hermann's soul when he 
read these letters. After awakening from a kind of stupor, he immediately wrote to old Brunner 
to learn the girl's present whereabouts. After three days the letter came back with the note 
"addressee died". The same post office, however, brought a second sealedregistered letter in 
chancery format It was headed "Leipzig Municipal Hospital. It contained an official letter from 
the hospital administration and a second sealedletter bearing Hermann's address, written by a 
woman's hand unknown to him The official cover letter read: 


"Dear Sir! 

Yesterday afternoon at five o'clockthe unmarried Rosalinde Brunner, a native of 
Heidelberg, 26 years old, for seven years a maid in the employ of the local city councilor Mr. 
Teichmiiller,died ofpneumonia in the municipalhospital here She left the stipulation that the 
following letter should be sent to you immediately after her death. In fulfilling the last will and 
testament of the deceased, we herewith sign 

respectfully 
Hospital Administration." 


Moved, Hermann opened the enclosed sealed letter. It was written by Réschen herself 
with a trembling hand. The lines stood crookedly across the page, individual words fell out 
completely, as is the case when one writes in an uncomfortable position in bed. The letter had 
the following wording: 


"My dear Hermann! 

I now have to die because Icoldwashing up the stairs That's a pity, because I would have 
liked to go on living. But nothing can be done now. I think of you one way and still want to 
say goodbye to you. 


and ask you to take care of our little boy. That doesn't matter to you now that you are a 
millionaire and your wife has died, as my Kameradle wrote to me. Our little boy is already 
grown up and goes to school. He has a very good head, which he also got from you. He also 
resembles you completely. He is with my aunt, Mrs. Barbara Biirgle, in Neckargemiind, 


EberbacherstrasseNo. 21. I would have loved to look at you and the little boy once again. But 
it is not possible. Don't be angry with me if I write to you again today, but it is definitely the 
very last time. One of my comrades, who is working in Berlin at a manorvery close to where 
you live, wrote me that you now also have a boy But he should look like a Jew boy. I had to 
laugh, because you have never suffered the Jew. Your dear wife has now also died, my 
comrade wrote to me. That hurt me quite a bit for you. Is it true that she died of her second 
child? But now I must close, because my eyes are getting all shimmery again. Now God greet 
you, my dear sweet darling, for the very last time and take care of our little boy! It is becoming 
quite easy for me now that I have written to you. I include you in my dying prayer and will 
pray to the dear Mother of God that she will always protect you and our little boy. 

Your faithful Rosele." 


Hermann was deeply shaken. Now he could understand why he had always thought of 
the girl during the last days. Her thoughts had called his, and it drove him in her dying hour to 
seek out her letters and read them. Immediately he got on the train, and already a few days 
later he had his blond boy, his spitting image from head to toe, with him in Berlin. 

The good craftsmen with whom the boy was in care had not been persuaded to accept 
any compensation. Rosel had always paid the board money punctually. She had even left her 
child a savings bank book in which 635 marks had been deposited. Faithfully, as 
Rosel called her in her last letter, the foster parents delivered the book to Hermann. Since they 
could not be persuaded to accept any gift, Hermann donated a few thousand marks to the local 
poor fund. From Neckargemiind Hermann had gone with his boy to Leipzig to Rosel's grave. 
He had brought her a giant wreath of snowdrops, mayflowers and violets, with which she had 
once decorated his desk every spring. Then he ordered her a tombstone of snow-whitemarble 
with the golden inscription, "Love never ceases." 


28. 


The unexpected fulfillment of his soul's desire to possess a child in his own image filled 
Hermann with a happiness he had never known. From the bottom of his heart he thanked 
Providence, which so visibly guided his life. Now he had a new task, which was worth living 
for. Now it was necessary to educate this child, to prepare a man out of him, a man whoshould 
be useful forthe fatherland The hard experiences of his life, the grave mistakes made by 
parents and school in his own education were not to be in vain now. He himself would guide 
the education of his real child and watch over his life, development and growth day and night, 
but this blessing should now also benefit his unfortunate fake child, that was his decision. 
Since Elisabeth's death he had neglected him completely. His fatherly love should now also 
belong to him again and he should become a person to whom the soul was more important than 
all the sham happiness of this world. 

Heinrich was six and Hermann seven years old. From Easter on, Heinrich was to attend 
the pre-school of a grammar school. But the father now gave up this plan. From now on, he 
wanted to teach both boys and educate them together. 


for the sexta of the humanistic grammar school. The brilliantly organized factory ran almost by 
itself, so he could spare the time. 

Although Hermann was a natural scientist, he held on to the humanistic education that he 
himself had also enjoyed. It gave the mind a breadth and depth that one-sided real education 
could never produce. In the generally widespread striving to give children a one-sided practical 
vocational education as early as possible, Hermann saw one of the main causes of the barren 
materialism that had beencircling the globefor several decades and had made mankind lose its 
divine destinyGermany, called to the spiritual leadership of all mankind, had all the more the 


duty to build upprofessional education of its sons on a spiritual basisThis is at the same time 
the most suitable for a practical profession, for it is simply not true and only one of those 
numerous uncritical slogans that classical education educates impractical paper scholars!Our 
greatest practitioners of life, gener, statesmen, naturalists, chemists, technicians were 
humanists! Just go through the whole line of men, headed by Moltke, Bismarck, Alexander v. 
Humboldt, Justus v. Liebig, Werner v. Siemens! Above all, it is important to make a whole 
person and character out of a child. Such a child would find his waythe practical world all by 
himself and through his comprehensive education he would always be superior to those who 
were only educated in the real world However, classical studies should not be the main 
purpose of the Gymnasium, but should only be the background and standard for the German 
way, German life and German greatness. It is not necessary for the student to be able to write 
entire essays in the classical languages or to read the classics without the aid of good 
translations. That is, in fact, dead paper scholarship. Instead, one should get to know a far 
greater number of the classics and each one of them far more thoroughly than is possible with 
the method hitherto used. In the middle 

German history and German instruction must be the main focus of the humanistic Gymnasium 
as well. Physical education should be no less important than intellectual education - in the 
original sense of the word "Gymnasium" - without, of course, exaggeration. 

Hermann wanted to educate the two boysthisway and, if necessary,a private school 
himself that would be run according to these principles Above all, however, it was now 
necessary to free little Hermann from the stain of his illegitimate birth. He immediately took 
the steps required by law to give him his own name. After this was done, he began the 
consequent lessons. For this purpose he had arranged a special schoolroom 

Little Hermann quickly got used to his father and the new circumstances. that his mother 
had told him a lot about "Vaterle" (little father), as Hermanngathered from the child's 
reportsmajor factor But the father's heart was stabbed when he learned from the child's stories 
that he had often received gifts from his mother, which he, the father, had supposedly sent her 
for the boy. When the boy asked why his father did not live with them, as he did "with other 
children," his mother always answered that his father did not have time for that, because he 
always had to be in Berlin to earn a lot of money so that he, the little boy, could one day 
become a rich, distinguished gentleman. But if he was always good and diligent and always 
brought home good reports, then he would be allowed to visit his father in Berlin as soon as he 
had reached the age of 10to ask him to allow him to go to "high school" so that he could also 
become a "studied" gentleman like his father Hermann was put into no small embarrassment 
by the boy's question as to why Heinrich had always been allowed to stay in Berlin with his 
father, while in Neckargemiind he had had to stay with his aunt for so long. In the end, 
Hermann fell for the flimsyexcuse that 
Aunt in Neckargemiind would not have been room for two boys. When the boy made the 
logical objection that he could have lived in Berlin, his father cut him off by taking him to 
himself, hugging and kissing him so that he lost his breath. 

Although little Hermann had already attended elementary school for three quarters of a 
year, his father decidedteachboth boystogetheratsame level and to start the lessons with both of 
them from This may have contributed to Hermann's feeling of superiority over his younger 
half-brother. He treated him with an almost condescending good nature, which amused his 
father. However, this good-naturedness soon turned into jealousy, even downright hostility, 
when Heinrich not only soon caught up with his older brother, but even showed himself 
superior to him in some subjects. This was especially the case in arithmetic. Heinrich had long 
since been able tosolvesimple counting and subtraction problems in his head, while Hermann 
still had to laboriously compile the results on the calculator It had happened once that the little 
Teuton had thrown the entire calculating machine over the pile in anger, so that his father, who 


was quietly pleased about this outburst of temper, had to punish him seriously. Hermann had 
by no means less talent for arithmetic than Heinrich. It was only a certain dreaminess and not 
staying on task that made it difficult for him. In the middle of a task, if his eye happened to 
glance at the window, he could be spellbound by a passing cloud. On such an occasion he once 
asked quite abruptly whether "the cloud animals could bite properly", and "what they eat and 
where they sleep". But if the father then touched him energetically, the arithmetic went 
excellently. However, the young man's mind was not distracted by such powers of imagination, 
just as it was not distracted by the mind of a juggler who stares at his balls and tosses them 
around without them falling to the ground. Yes, it seemed that with the younger one all the 

The impressions he received from the outside world first passed through a kind of number 
sieve, in whose narrow meshes everything got caught that was not number and measure, barest 
sobriety and usefulness. For the first Christmas that Hermann spent with his two children, he 
had prepared a particularly beautiful Christmas tree. While little Hermann, his cheeks flushed, 
gazed into all the radiance as if into an unearthly world, Heinrich first examined his presents 
critically, then looked at the Christmas tree very calmly and attentively and made the 
observation: "There are fifty-six lights. 

Hermann was a great believer in visual instruction. He had acquired dozens of those 
beautiful large panels that show the children the various areas of human activity and industrial 
diligence, a farm, a blacksmith's shop, a shoemaker's workshop, etc. Here,different dispositions 
of the two children werecharacteristically revealed In order for them to become acquainted 
with the conditions and objects represented by these illustrations in reality, the father often 
took the two boys on excursions. One day they visited a farm. On this occasion, Hermann, who 
as the son of a farmer was interested in such things, had also inquired about the current prices 
of cattle, without it being his intention to instruct the boys about this as well. When the boys 
were supposed to tell in the next lesson what they had heard and seen on their last excursion, 
the only thing Heinrich remembered was that a milk cow cost 350 marks and a calf 60 to 75 
marks. When his father finally asked him to tell what he had seen with his own eyes, he had 
nothing to say except that a cow was bigger than a calf, a calf bigger than a sheep, a sheep 
bigger than a chicken, that the cows only gave milk and no coffee, and that the fresh milk 
tasted awful. Little Hermann, on the other hand, developed a vivid picture of peasant activity, 
as far as he could see it that day from his own experience. 
had gotten to know. In addition, he knew so many significant things to say about servants and 
maids, animals and tools, that it was obviouswhat unselfish interest the boy looked at people 
and things, while Heinrich looked at them only from the point of view of utility 

The different imaginative powers of the two boys, especially in a creative sense, came to 
the fore when it came to retelling fairy tales and stories. It became apparent that the memory of 
both boys was excellent. While little Hermann very easily lost the thread of the time sequence 
andaddedall sorts of products of his own imagination to his retrieval, and even expanded minor 
details of the story into completely new stories, Heinrich always delivered a highly sober 
report, whose strict objectivity surpassed the original story in that it now offered a single, 
straightforward line, stripped of all decorative tendrils But when it came to inventing stories 
himself, Heinrich failed completely. At best, he told, with meager changes, what he had 
already heard. 

The great difference in talent and imprinting of the two boys also became apparent in 
their play. Hermann built entire houses, cathedrals and fortresses with the stone construction 
kit without any model, while Heinrich could only be persuaded to try his hand at such building 
activities by special instruction from his father.Without a model, he did not succeed even in the 
most modestconstruction He did not get beyond a simple yoke, consisting of a support and a 
crossbeam. He preferred to lay the stones together in monotonous, endless meandering bands, 
or to form simple symmetrical shapes such as stars or squares, or even completely meaningless 


squiggles without any articulated structure. 

While Hermann arranged his lead soldiers into tactical formations, fought entire battles 
with them and shot them to pieces with his pea cannon, Heinrich amused himself by lining up 
the soldiers side by side in size like organ pipes, without distinction of the type of weapon, 
and determine on a small scale how many smaller warriorswent ona larger one or on the 
different bricks of the building set. 

The large rocking horse, which belonged to both boys together, had soon become so 
exclusively Hermann's property that the father purchased a somewhat smaller one for Heinrich. 
Now "races" were organized by Hermann. In spite of the fact that he cracked the whip on his 
brother's horse, it did not really want to get going. He himself rode his horse with such 
impetuosity that one day it overturned, and the bold rider miraculously did not break his neck 
and legs. 

Every day and basically in any weather, the father took the two boys for a walk in the 
nearby Grunewald. On Sundays, they took longer day trips to the wider surroundings of Berlin, 
to the Havel lakes, to Potsdam, to Rheinsberg, to the Spreewald. Hermann showed a 
greatnature The blond boy collected notched animals, plants and stones, caught newts and slow 
worms, even grass snakes, and never tired of researching and asking questions. Heinrich, on 
the other hand, always stayed with his father and preferred to be led by the hand. Hermann 
bravely crossed small ditches, even when he once jumped too short and crawled to the shore 
like a wet poodle. Heinrich would not have been able to cross a narrow footbridge or a small 
stream at any price if his father had not carried him or at least heldhimby both arms and 
guidedhim But even that did not happen without fearful shouting and crying. While Hermann 
could not do enough running, jumping and climbing, Heinrich, whose badly built feet made 
walking difficult for him, soon got tired and had to be carried by his father. 

He showed an almost comical fear of geese. It is true that Hermann was also at first 
scared off by these cackling animals when they came at his legs with their hissing necks. But 
when his father laughed at him for his fear, he bravely stopped the next time and with the stick 
he picked up on the way, snapped the neck of the onrushing capitol bird in two. Dismayed, he 
saw the animal, which had been hit to death, fidget in the dust. The horrible certainty forced 
itself upon him that he had killed a living creature of God, that he had shed blood. With 
remorseful composure, the boy awaited his father's punishment, pale as a corpse. He perceived 
the events in the mind of his child and punished him only lightly for wantonly teasing the 
animals. He attached to it the instruction what it can lead to if oneletshimselfawayto foolish 
and hasty actions For the rest, he paid with a grin for the Sunday roast, which the young hero 
now had to carry home in his little backpack as punishment. Heinrich, however, cried out 
loudly when he saw the blood trickling over the snow-white plumage. But when he had 
convinced himself that there was no danger to his own life, he looked at the dying animal with 
such heartless curiosity, for which he was seriously rebuked by his father. 

Heinrich also had a hell of a lot of respect for the locomotive. When the train pulled into 
the station hall, he would always cower fearfully behind his father. Hermann, on the other 
hand, couldn't get his nose close enough to the train.It gave him greatpleasure to stand in the 
"wind" that the train "brought along"When he was once energetically pulled back by his father 
in the processhe said, "After all, he can't drive me dead because he has to stay on the tracks!" 
He couldn't look at the locomotive enough. The father had to regularly miss the first light rail 
train on the way home with the children to give the boy an opportunity to see the fire horse up 
close. His most ardent wish was to be allowed to ride on the locomotive one day. He wanted to 
be a locomotive driver, that was clear! But Heinrich asked whether the man at the front of the 
"Massine" also had to have a ticket or whether he could ride along "for free. 

The father insisted on teaching the two boys physical arts at an early age. Twice a week, 
he did light gymnastics and calisthenics with them. Above all, they had to learn to swim. He 


gave them these lessons himself. The swimming lessons were always a feast for the blond boy. 
The black one, however, was so afraid of water that he had to be dragged into the water by 
force. When he did not want to get out of the habit, his father made short work of it. He tied 
him to the swimming line and threw him over the railing of the pool into the water, despite his 
screams and wriggling. Nevertheless, he never learned to swim, while Hermann was soon 
jumping, swimming and diving like a frog. 
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After two years, both boys were ready to be enrolled in the Sexta. Both passed the 
entrance examination without any difficulty, Heinrich, however, considerably better than 
Hermann, although he was more than a year younger. In arithmetic he was superior to him. He 
could not be baffled or upset by anything unless there was direct danger to his life, while 
Hermann's attention was easily diverted in the new environment. The school was a reform 
grammar school. The curriculum was entirely in keeping with his father's ideals. The Christian 
religious instruction met with his special approval. It was based on the fact that the foundation 
of the Old Testament was not Jewish but Aryan spiritual material, that it was only taken over 
by the Jewish Bible writers on the detour via Babylon and remodeled, even falsified, according 
to Jewish special purposes. learning materialoffered to the children wasfreed fromall the 
Jewish machinations and accessories In the higher classes, these Jewish ingredients and 
forgeries were then dealt with in more detail, their significance, e.g. that of the stories of Esau 
and Jacob, was put into perspective, and the unmistakable contrast between the Jewish and 
non-Jewish prophets was pointed out. 

The fundamentally different aptitudes and imprints of the two boys now came to full 
expression at school and in their intercourse with their comradesmore and more evident that it 
was quite futile to develop them in a certain direction orto suppress or even to transforminnate 
racial characteristicsproverb of Horace "Naturam expellas furca, tamen usque recurret" ("You 
may try to drive out the innate nature with stick and rod, but it always returns!") Race is 
everything. It is the basis of all spiritual being and becoming in this world 

While Heinrich quite soon made friends with Hinz und Kunz among his schoolmates and 
was Hans Dampf in allen Gassen, Hermann showed himself to be very selective in the choice 
of his friends. He had made "blood friends" with one boy who was blond like himself. This 
was Ludwig Hege, a native of Oldenburg. His father was a mechanical engineer in the Vorsig 
locomotive factory. Ludwig Hege had said that he had often ridden on the locomotive in the 
factory and that Hermann was allowed to do the same when he visited him once.This 
possibility had undoubtedly contributed significantly to the formation of this blood bond, 
because Hermann had originally chosen another, equally blond boy for this dignity It was 
Wend v. Pfeil, a native of Pomerania, the son of a general staff officer. Wend could already 
ride properly, which impressed Hermann enormously. And that he was not just bragging about 
his horsemanship, Hermann could soon convince himself with his own eyes. One Sunday, 
when he went for a walk with his father in the Grunewald, Wend rode up on his pony 
accompanied by his father. From that hour on, the little Teuton fought a tremendous battle of 
the soul as to whether he should not have become blood friends with Wend rather than with 
Ludwig. Finally he took his father into his confidence. As always, he knew what to do and 
recommended that he form a blood alliance with Ludwig and Wend. Blissfully happy with this 
solution, he could hardly wait to meet Wend at school the following day. The 
was enthusiastic about the proposal, and Ludwig was also happy to agree. So this three-man 
alliance was concluded and sealed in blood that same morning during the big ten o'clock break 
behind the gymnasium. The boys uncoveredleft forearms by pulling up their sleeves, and 
without batting an eye, each of them carveda small wound withpocket knife A few drops of the 


oozing blood were transferred from one wound to the other by means of the blade of the pocket 
knife and mixed there with the blood of the friend. The unwritten charter of this blood 
covenantculminated in the oath to help and protect each other and to remain faithful to each 
other "until death" This blood covenant put the three boys in tremendous respect among their 
comrades and had the consequence that now among the boys such connections shot like 
mushrooms from the earth. The blood alliances joined together to form clans, feuded with each 
other and fought real battles. Heinrich, however, could not be induced to join such an alliance. 
While his comrades were fighting their snowball battles orcuttingeach otherbodies bluewith 
their wooden swords, he sat at home and voluntarily did arithmetic problems So he soon got a 
reputation as an overachiever. He attracted the boundless contempt of his blood brothers, but 
this did not affect him any further. The success of this nerdiness was that he became the top of 
the class and was allowed to keep the class book.This gave him the further advantage 
ofallowed to stayupstairs in the classroom during the breakswhile the others were having fun in 
the schoolyard 

The father had promised the two boys that they could learn to ride if they were 
transferred at Easter with very good report cards. He had to make this more stringent condition, 
since there was no question that they would both reach the class goal. Hermann was the fifth 
among 36 pupils and Heinrich even the first. While the latter was by no means enthusiastic 
about the prospect opened up by his father, Hermann could hardly contain himself with joy.He 
had not developed excessive diligence so far, he learned easily. But now 
it had become a matter of honor for him to show what he could do.He sat on his pants and 
brought home the first class place at Easter, to the not insignificant joy of his father, while 
Heinrich moved up to the second Already on the first day of vacation, the riding lessons began. 
The father gave them to the two boys himself in a neighboring riding school. As much as 
Heinrich resisted, he had to get up on the unsaddled horse. Immediately he fell down on the 
other side, but in spite of all his wailing and crying he had to get up again and again. His 
father, however, took great pleasure in Hermann's courage and agility. His pride was not small 
when he was able to ride out with the boy for the first time; they now often rode together with 
Wend v. Pfeil and his father to the Grunewald. His father soon gave up taking Heinrich on 
these rides. His restlessness, fidgetiness and fear on the open road was such that he caused no 
end of mischief. As a reward for his brilliant autumn report, on which he again beat his brother 
Heinrich, Hermann now received his own riding horse. The boy's happiness could not be 
described. 

So far, Hermann had asked his father in vain to be allowed to visit Ludwig Hege in order 
to ride with him once on the locomotive. In the meantime, the father had obtained permission 
to visit Vorsig's machine factory with his two boys. Ludwig's father offered to give a tour of 
the plant himself. This was an event of the highestorderlittle Hermann.When he was still with 
his foster parents in Neckargemiind, where he watched the trains go by every day, 
herackedvainabout how a locomotive "would come into the world" His foster father had 
answered that they were made in large factories. He could not imagine that. He thought these 
snorting monstrosities were living creatures.After all, he had formed the idea that "bad men 
had to eat fire as punishment," which turned them into locomotives But now he saw that his 
foster father had been right after all. 

They were just coming to see the superstructure of a machine being placed on the 
enormous wheels. Hermann thought that now it could probably go on right away. But then his 
father let him in on the secret of the locomotive's life. He learned that its soul was artificially 
generated from water and fire. Themovement of the wheels through the action of steam on the 
piston in the cylinder and the return of the piston through the supply of steam to the other side 
of the piston by means of the sliding control, all this excited him so much that he recorded it 
again and again at home Heinrich, on the other hand, showed not the slightest interest in this 


miracle. He anxiously pressed himself against his father amid the roar and pounding of the 
giant workshop, unable to wait for the time when they would leave the factory again. 

Today, however, Hermann's most ardent wish was to be fulfilled, to ride on the 

locomotive. him, that was the highlight ofthe entire tour! When they re-entered the factory 
grounds, where a shunting machine was moving cars, he approached Ludwig. He conveyed the 
wish to his father, who laughingly had the machine stopped and invited the three boys to climb 
aboard with him. Heinrich resisted with kicking and screaming, so that his father stayed behind 
with him. With a beating heart, Hermann climbed the iron steps. His breath caught with joyful 
excitement when Ludwig's father asked him to open the regulator himself to start the machine. 
The slide went so heavily that he had to brace himself with his chest against the lever to move 
it. But now the machine pulled up and made its first deep puff! What a feeling! He would not 
have traded places with any prince at that moment! And now it breathed and ran faster and 
faster! At the same time, it rose and fell and madeswayingmovementsHermann sway back and 
He had not imagined it like this. It was a stumbling and stumbling, wobbling and shaking that 
made him lose all sense of hearing and seeing! If you even look at the ver- 
When the stoker stepped between the engine and the tender, the ground seemed to disappear 
from under one's feet. Now the stoker tore open the furnace! It was quite impossible to look 
into the embers, which took one's breath away.Then some workers ran across the tracks and 
the engineer blew the steam whistle togivethe warning signal Hui, how that rang so close in the 
ears! And when you looked at the small front windows to the right and left along the boiler, it 
was as if the engine was eating up the rail track. Now Ludwig's father had the engine stopped, 
the regulator was closed, the stoker applied the brake, the driver put the steering wheel around, 
and now we returned to the departure point. How the air blew over the tender into one's face, 
so that one's breath stood still when one opened one's mouth! 

With oily hands and a few splashes of soot on his face, Hermann left the machine proud 
and highly satisfied. He greeted his father, who was waiting with the anxious Heinrich, with 
jubilation.From that day on, he decided tobecome a machine engineer instead ofengineersince 
the latter makes the locomotives and is allowed to drive on all locomotives, and all 
locomotivemustobey him 

It is a significant and as yet unexplained fact that every season has its own children's 
games, which are by no means conditioned by it. Thus, the boys' sport of pushing marbles and 
making spinning tops dance with the whip can be practiced on any dry day of the year. 
However, the time when marbles are pushed is the first spring alone, while spinning tops are 
common only in autumn. Winning at the game of marbles is based on the skill of using the 
slightly larger game ball to shoot the marbles placed in a square by the other players out of it. 
The game is an excellent exercise in making the eye and hand accurate. Since Heinrich, in 
spite of all his efforts, got nowhere in this art of pushing, but was eager to increase his 
possession of marbles, he now tried to "push" the thing in another way, and he succeeded 
excellently. He devised a kind of lottery game, in which he would 
without any risk very quickly became a very rich man in marbles. He made eleven lots from 
small pieces of paper numbered consecutively. Each ticket cost one marble. When the eleven 
tickets were sold, the drawing took place. The winner received ten marbles. In this way, 
Heinrich won a marble every time he played. So he made a deal of ten percent each time. Since 
this could be repeated every five minutes, he soon had effortlessly filled all his pockets with 
marbles. But when another classmate took it upon himself to spoil his business by opening a 
rival enterprise, he raised a great hue and cry and tured to his brother for protection. He was 
chivalrous and foolish enough toforbidcompetitor to continue thegivethis prohibition 
tangibleemphasis on the grounds that his brother Heinrich was the inventor of this idea and 
therefore alone was allowed to exploit it But this appealed to Heinrich's arrogance, and that 
was to be his undoing. He soon started to issue up to twenty lots instead of eleven, so that he 


was now working with a profit of no less than one hundred percent, depending on the number 
of lots he sold each time. In this way, Heinrich had deprived the majority of his classmates of 
all their jam. This led to a conspiracy of the aggrieved parties, and since among them were 
Hermann's two "blood brothers," the latter declared himself unable to take Heinrich's side. 
However, he had agreed with them to remain neutral, so that he had nothing to fear from 
himself. Now the conspirators gave Heinrich the ultimatum to pay back by the next morning 
all the marbles he had cheated his comrades out of, otherwise he would be miserably beaten 
up. (One can see that these boys showed a very healthy way of solving the Jewish question). In 
response, Heinrich reported sick the next day, complaining of severe stomach pains. His 
brother Hermann showed him all his contempt for this pitiful pinching, but would not have 
"tattled" on him to his father at any price. Finally 

But the day came when the capable little businessman had to go back to school. His hope that 
his comrades would have forgotten the matter in the meantime suffered a miserable shipwreck. 
It fell to Wend v. Pfeil to carry out the execution on poor Heinrich, and he did it so completely 
and thoroughly with his Pomeranian fists that Heinrich was once again unable to attend school 
for a long time, but this time not because of stomach pains, but because of other pains that he 
felt in all his ribs and bones. A detailed physical examinationby the family doctor revealed the 
new cause of the illnessand so the story came out The father, far from coming to the painful 
man's defense, declared that he had been justly served, that he should take note of it, and that 
in the future he should do only real business with his fellow men. Then he ordered him to 
return all the marbles to his comrades. With a bleeding heart, the little merchant delivered his 
treasure of marbles to Wend v. Pfeil, who was to distribute them to the comrades. 

One is mistaken, however, if one believes that this experience left a lasting impression 
on Heinrich or was able to curb his rapacity. He continued to exercise it in other ways. Since 
the boys attended the Gymnasium, they received a weekly allowance of fifty pfennigs. They 
were required to save half of it, and from the other half they had to cover the small school 
needs of pencils, pens, erasers and the like. What they did not use from the second half, they 
were allowed to use for themselves. The father had set up a small housekeeping book for each 
of them, and they had to keep a record of every income and expense.weekthe father checked 
the book and the cash register It turned out that Hermann's bookkeeping and cash management 
left a lot to be desired, and he never saved a penny beyond the prescribed half. He spent the 
money on decals, primers and the like. Heinrich, on the other hand, kept the book and cash 
register in good order, apart from the greasy condition they were always in. 
hadvery good income and made considerable savings over and above the compulsory half He 
did not allow himself even the most modest expenditure, and of the small articles of daily use 
for the school, only the most necessary. However, when his father once unexpectedly took 
stock of the money in his coffers, there was an additional amount of fifteen pfennigs over and 
above what was in the books. At first Heinrich claimed that he had found the money, but when 
cornered he confessed that he had found a pencil and eraser and sold them to his comrades. 
Further investigationrevealed that he had stolen the eraser and pencil Now he received a good 
beating from his father and had to return the pencil, rubber and money immediately; his pocket 
money was withdrawn for four weeks; if he needed any purchase, his father would get it for 
him himself. In contrast to Heinrich, Hermann, even if he had something to answer for, was 
simply incapable of telling the untruth; indeed, with a certain defiance he admitted every 
offense when questioned and cold-bloodedly awaited punishment. 

Fourteen days after this incident, Heinrich was surprised by his father as he counted a 
matchbox full of individual pennies. When his father asked him where he got the money, he 
said that his classmates had given it to him. Hermann was unable to give any information about 
this, since he had already been absent from school for several days due to a sprained foot. 
Wend and Ludwig, however, who visited Hermann, found out that Heinrich had licked the 


shoes of all 36 of his classmates to the great amusement of the class, for a fee of one pfennig 
each! *') It was quite impossible to make clear to the boy the dishonorable nature of this 
behavior; he lacked any organ for it. 

The older Heinrich became, the more bad experiences father and teacher had to make 
with him. When he was barely twelve years old, he was expelled from school because he had 
attempted a sexual assault on the pedagogue's child. *”) 

Since no school accepted the boy anymore, the desperate father had no choice but to take 
him back into the house. He now kept him an educator who was not allowed to leave him 
without supervision for a minute. He had to move the boy a lot outdoors and let him work 
himself out physically. Swimming lessons were resumed, but again without any success The 
father bought a piece of garden, which Heinrich and Hermann, who had now reached the ages 
of twelve and thirteen, had to cultivate together. But only with reluctance Heinrich underwent 
this activity, while Hermann found great joy in it. The interest in this occupation did not grow 
in the younger one even when the father showed the children how to graft and bud. On one of 
the many excursions that the father made crisscrossing the terrain to teach the boys to find their 
way by map and compass, they had come across a wild hedge rose bush. On this bush, the 
father transplanted various noble rose species. When, in the coming summer, the wild bush 
was adorned with roses of different colors, this deliciouswonder of nature made no impression 
on theboy, who was incapablenoble emotions Young Hermann, however, could not wait until 
he himself had tried his hand at this art and had succeeded in it. All attempts of the father 
toawakenunselfishpure interests in the younger boy were in vain. 

One day the following happened. During a boat trip, which both boys made with the 
educator on the Wannsee, Heinrich fell into the water. Without thinking, his brother jumped in 
his clothes after him. Heinrich, however, in his fear of death, hindered the rescuer in such a 
way that both sank. In vain the educator also jumped into the water, he could not catch them 
both, they disappeared without a trace in the depths. It was not until several hours later that the 
bodies of the two boys were successfully fished out of the lake. 

It took months before Hermann awoke from the stupor into which the sudden death of 
his only son had put him, for he had lost only the one, since he loved only this one. Again, as 
before, he read in Plato and Kant. But these intellectuals offered only nourishment to his mind, 
they did not nourish his heart, which ached for release from the pain. He reached for the poets 
and opened Aeschylus. There he found the passage: 


"Thine is wisdom, Zeus, and thou decreeest that we mortals also taste wisdom 
Through suffering, through deep suffering, for that makes wise. Hope that has died 
gives us the deepest insight. 

Whom pain tore, he knows about people, knows about gods. Like the rainy season 
The gray waters drip incessantly, 

Sorrow rushes into our anxious nights, 

Drips incessantly on the heart and instills 

Wisdom to him. From gods on high 

Down she pours, and we become wise 

Even against my will." 


Hermann listened. He read the passage a second and third time, read the entire Oresteia, 
and put the book down, pondering. The poetry had shaken him, but it had not brought him 
redemption, but it had awakened the memory of another book that also spoke of suffering and 
overcoming it. 

For the first time in many years, he pickedGospel again His father's happiness, which 
had come to him so unexpectedly, had numbed him to the Word of God. Happiness makes us 
deaf and blind to the higher purposes for which we walk the earth; only suffering can open our 


eyes and ears to them and keep them open. That was the realization he had now come to. 
Suddenly, the meaning of the suffering that God had sent him became clear to him. 


had. His only son was taken away from him, in order to open his eyes anew for that, on which 
it depends in this life only, to find the way back to the father! His only beloved blond boy was 
already ripe for this return, and therefore he was already allowed to take off the human dress, 
but he was not yet! For him it meant to endure and to fight on and to fulfill the demand of the 
day, until also his time had come! And a mighty strengthening wasgiven tohim to endure and 
persevere: the Good News, the Word of God, which he held here in his hands, and which 
hehadcarelessly passed by for years His unfortunate second son, however, had been called 
away by God's mercy in order to save him from further serious mistakes and sins in this life 
that he had chosen for himself. For when we become humanfree will the parents and the 
conditions under which we want to spend our physical life in order to fulfill the tasks whichset 
for us by Godour purification and for our inner progressor which we set for ourselves out of 
our own knowledge when we had already progressed further Then it may well happen that the 
tasks and temptations we set ourselves to overcome are too great and too difficult, since we 
were not up to them, so that God's grace and goodness must intervene to redeem us from life 
and give us new opportunities for new tasks. But hardened spirits choose a life full of 
hedonism and selfishness, and it is that chaotic race that isespecially favorable tothese 
embodiments It is rare that a good spirit dwells in a body of this race! But if it is once the case, 
he is always recognizable by the fact that he keeps himself apart from the selfish activity of his 
race comrades. The Gospels, especially the Gospel of John, gave Hermann innumerable 
indications of these connections. An unprecedented trust in God's guidance filled him and gave 
him unimagined power and strength to complete his life and suffering. Christ's example shone 
before him in a great and glorious way and in a way that explained suffering! 

It is as if the deceased were helping their loved ones so that they too would soon be able 
to follow them back to their father's home. Shortly after the boys' deaths, the Kommerzienratin 
also died. Although her blood did not flow in the veins of young Hermann, the child had 
become deeply attached to her. She had become a mother to him, just as she had been a 
housewife to his father in his last years. On Hermann's advice, she had already bequeathed her 
entire fortune to her numerous poor relatives during her lifetime. Hermann inherited only the 
ownership of the second half of the factory, of which he was now the sole master and owner. 
But this technical-commercial profession had not satisfied him for a long time. Since the 
factory was organized and no longer demanded any creative activity from him, he had lost all 
inner interest in it. He had entrusted the management to a capable and reliable director, whom 
he gave a high share of the net profit. He himself was only in charge of the supervision.He 
devoted a large part of his activities to the Breed Research Institute, to which he had been 
appointed curator by the society to which he had donated the money for its foundation Again 
and again he made the dismal experience that the addiction to acquisition, enjoyment and well- 
being had already undermined the racial instinct of the Germans to such an extent that they 
showed almost no understanding and interest in this question on which happiness and 
prosperity, existence or non-existence of the German future depended.They seemed already 
irredeemably addictedthe blurredinternationalismwhich was destroying every peculiar life The 
internal enemies, who, out of a hunger for money and power, were incessantly engaged in the 
destruction of German nature and German essence, had an easy game with them and, as it 
seemed, had already won. Truly, only a war could bring the Germans to the realization that 
they had to lead a life of their own and of their own kind for the blessing of all mankind. 

This work alone could not exhaust Hermann's manpower. Some years before the death 
of the boys, he had already resumed his chemical research activities and set up his own 
scientific laboratoryintention of continuing the work where he had left off, he contacted his 
former colleague Dr. Siegfried Salomon, to whom he had given all his scientific material at 


that time The latter had long since become a professor, and indeed, as it now turned out, he 
owed his appointment solely to Hermann's work. It had indeed proved to point the way in a 
new direction. Those beautiful crystalline suns, which Hermann had recognized as containing 
baryum, were reallyhe later suspected, the baryum compound of the simple protein body, the 
synthetic representation of which he had finally succeeded in producingThis discovery had 
beenpublishedDr. SiegfriedSalomon under his own name, without even mentioning the true 
discoverer When asked about this by Hermann, he explained that the latter had transferred the 
material to him at that time for free use as property. However, this was true Dr. Siegfried 
Salomon, however, lacked any understanding for the duty of honor not to conceal the name of 
the discoverer. 

Hermann had, when this fact had become known to him, made nothing further out of the 
matter, but had quietly continued his work. Now, when he had come to new sensational results, 
he felt compelledpublishthe facts ashadhappened at the alleged Solomon's discovery 

A storm of indignation went through the daily press, but not against the present professor 
Dr. Siegfried Salomon, but against the "dilettante" Dr. Hermann Kaémpfer. The sparseGerman 
press, as always, had no deeper interest in such a case, since it directed this exclusively to 
politics. They did not even notice that their all-Jewish opponents had only achieved such 
powerful political influence because they knew how to dominate the entire German intellectual 
life, science, literature, art and theater. The clamor in the press, however, was only just 
beginning, 
when a university, which still preserved so much German independence, called Hermann for a 
professorship. 

Now a veritable hounding began against him. claimedthat he hadto give uphis scientific 
careerbecause his talent had not been sufficient That was the only reason why he had handed 
over his material to Dr. Siegfried Salomon. The latter had first worked out the core of the idea, 
since Kémpfer himself had not been capable of doing so. He himself was, as his later successes 
showed, a "quite good technician", but not an independent "scientific thinker". The work that 
he now published was based solely on the "epoch-making discovery" of Professor Dr. 
Siegfried Salomon. 

But not only his talent, also his character was tried to be degraded, even it was aimed at 
destroying him morally once and for all. They reproached him that the "religious intolerance" 
he had displayed by founding the Race Research Institute had not prevented him from 
marrying a millionaire whose father still belonged to the "denomination" he had reviled. It was 
very striking that he had been practicing this "religious intolerance" only since his father-in- 
law had died and he had managed to get possession of his entire fortune. It was also very 
striking that the only rightful heir to this huge fortune had recently died in such a strange way. 
They were not afraid to bring up the earlier scandalous stories ofhis father-in-law and to 
connect him with them There were many telling hints that Hermann must have been involved 
somehow, otherwise no judicial investigation would have been initiated against him. This was 
already evident from the fact that he had meanwhile adopted as his own the child of one of 
those unfortunate creatures who had to serve the lusts of the councilor of commerce.fact that 
his examination was broken off at that time could only be explained by the fact that justified 
doubts about his "mental health" had arisen This was probably also the reason why the state 
authorities had decided not to investigate him. 

The lawyer's office has not yet taken care of the conspicuous death of the rightful heir of the 
commercial council's property. 

Hermann was powerless in the face of these honor-destroying activities.No sooner had 
hewonone libel and slander suitthan he was forced to fight a second, third and fourth He found 
himself entangled in a battle with a hydra that grew several new heads for every one it cut off. 
Yes, this monster was mostly invisible and elusive. From countless secret nooks and crannies, 


against which it was impossible to fight, it sprayed its poison. Several of his lawsuits were 
dismissed because they were allegedly not sufficiently substantiated. But if the opponent was 
caught and convicted, the punishment was extremely mild. The members of this foreign- 
blooded race, which formed one great conspiratorial society against the German way and 
German nature and which was ready to destroy by any means anyone who dared to expose its 
own nature, were already sitting in the German judiciary. *°) 

The success of this activity was that Hermann's appointment was not confirmed by the 
government. arm of this mafia already reached uphighest government offices 

But it was not only Hermann's honor that was sought to be destroyed, the axe was also 
laid to his economic existence. By invisible hands his factory was deprived of orders and the 
income decreased from month to month. The managing director, a Swabian, was faced with a 
conundrum.He redoubledhis efforts, but in vain. One day he had to suggest to Hermann to 
close the factory, since the business was no longer profitable. Hermann did so with a heavy 
heart, for he had saved enough to live independently. 

One day, distant relatives of the Kommerzienrat madeclaims to the estate of the deceased 
HeinrichThey based their claims on some allegedagreements that the Kommerzienrat had 
Hermann had once assured them in front of witnesses in case he left no direct descendants or if 
they died under age. Hermann had placed the compulsory portion due to Heinrich with various 
banks in papers; he himself did not even need the interest. Without even examining the claims 
of the inheritance hunters, he handed over Heinrich's entire fortune to them, since he did not 
want to burden himself with the trouble of a lawsuit, the favorable or unfavorable outcome of 
which was of no concern to him. This imprudent act gave the hereditary hunters the courage to 
lay claim to Hermann's own fortune as well, on the grounds that "it had been formed from the 
fortune of the Kommerzienrat." Now Hermann became furious. However, this was of no use to 
him; he lost the lawsuit and all his assets. voluntary surrender ofHeinrich's property 
wasconsidered bythe court as proof of the legitimacyclaims made by his opponents The money 
Hermann had donated for the foundation of the Rasseforschungsanstalt and the volksdeutsche 
Zeitungsunternehmungen was also reclaimed by the opponents on the basis of the preliminary 
decision of this trial. 

Within a few years, Hermann was a beggar on the street, worn down body and soul. In 
order to eke out an existence, he first took an assistant's job at a chemical testing laboratory for 
foodstuffs and luxury foods with a monthly salary of one hundred and fifty marks. 
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The abrupt change that had taken place in Hermann's economic circumstances had no 
influence on his inner condition. He got along just as well with a hundred and fifty marks a 
month as with fifteen hundred or fifteen thousand. The only painful thing for him was that he 
could no longer keep a riding horse under the new circumstances and was again forced to make 
do with a restless apartment, since a quiet room in Berlin could not be rented for little money. 


was. But then luck came to his rescue. In the Tiergarten district, he found a lonely, modestly 
furnished attica good housewhich satisfied his demands for peace and quiet; he did not attach 
any importance to anything else. It offered enough space for his small library. This consisted of 
the New Testament and the works of Plato, Kant, Aeschylus, Shakespeare, Kleist, Schiller and 
Goethe With these spirits he lived and weaved in the eternal and infinite, what did he care 
about the eternal everyday life of yesterday! Solitude had always been his home, in it he felt at 
home. 

But it was a deprivation of a different kind from which he suffered painfully in the long 
run; he lived without any love. In the whole world he had not a single person with whom he 


was united in love, and the longing for wife and child was so great in him beyond all measure 
that he, the strong life-hard man, often cried before him like a child. As much as he was rooted 
in the spiritual realm and was still spiritually connected with Elisabeth, he stood as a full- 
fledged human being and man in the full strength ofhis years with both feet on this earth, 
which also demanded its rightsAnd as if his hot longing for love was capable of attracting the 
soul which he nowneeded inhis loneliness of heart, he met the woman who was to bring him 
this fulfillment and with her new unspeakable sufferingHe could not and did not want to 
understand the hint of fate which the Godhead had given him through his previous fate of love 
and marriage, that it was the task of his change of life on earth this time torid 
ofearthlypleasures of love in order to become pure and mature and strong for a love of a higher 
kind which sees its goal and end only in the spiritual 

While jumping off the streetcar he slipped, broke his foot and now had tospendpainful 
weeks in a hospital There he was cared for by a nurse who at first sight was the delight of his 
eyes: a well-built, blue-eyed, blond, full-blooded woman of about thirty. "She ought to give 
you children!" was his first thought. She, too, had become his at first sight, but with no 
movement ver- 
she advised him. But when he left the clinic after six weeks and asked her to marry him, she 
looked him seriously and clearly in the eyes and rejected his proposal. 

Hermann had not expected that, because his feeling told him that she loved him again. 
His question whether she was no longer free, she denied with a serious smile.He askedherwhen 
they partedhe shouldn't see her That would probably be the best thing for both of them, she 
replied, and warmly shook his hand in farewell. 

Deeply depressed, Hermann sought distraction in work and study. But his thoughts kept 
returning to the girl. Did she have any reason not to marry? Was she perhaps ill? Ridiculous 
question!This health-starvedcreature! Or did she have an unhappy love she couldn't forget? 
Did she even have a past? A hot stream of jealousy and pain shot through his heart at this 
thought. It seemed unthinkable to him. She was the daughter of a Mecklenburg official. But 
even if she had a past! Shetoan account of it to him!He loved her, that was the only decisive 
thing for him, and she loved him again, he read that in her eyes and heard it in her voice And 
even if she brought him an illegitimate child in marriage, what would that change about his 
love? And it would be a blond child! He would love and educate it like his own! This thought 
thrilled him. It would be a proof of his love for her! Quickly he sat down and wrote the 
following letter: 


"Revered Sister Joan! 

You have not told me the reasons that caused you to reject my proposal. There can be no 
reason to maintain your refusal except that your heart belongs to another or that you are unable 
to return my love. You have denied the first reason yourself, and my feeling denies the second. 
I therefore ask you again for your hand. 

It will be easy for me to get a position and an income worthy of you again and to secure 
a carefree existence for you. 

An unconditional promise received 

Your 
Dr. Hermann Kampfer." 


He sent this letter to the post office at the same time as a second letter in which he 
applied for the advertised position of senior chemist at a Berlin sanatogen factory. The very 
next day, he received a request from the factory by pneumatic tube to introduce himself, and 
the employment contract was signed the same day. The day after next, however, Johanna again 
sent a negative reply. She urgently asked him to forget her, as she was determined to remain 
unmarried. For his further life, she wished him well-being and fulfillment of the happiness she 


was unable to offer him. 

Hermann was not the man to let himself be diverted from a goal once it 
hadsetunattainability ofthis goal was shown with clear reasons The letter did not contain such 
reasons. 

He knew that Johanna was off duty from three o'clock in the afternoon on a certain day 
of the week and used to drive from the Zoologischer Garten station to Grunewald at that hour 
to get some fresh air. He was waiting for her at the station entrance. She did not seem surprised 
at all when she saw him. He asked her forgiveness for his importunity and for permission to 
accompany her. She granted him this request. 

When they were finally alone outside, he implored her to tell him the reasons for the 
repeated rejection of his request. She only shook her head gravely. But he did not relent and 
swore that he would desire her as his wife even if she had committed a crime. 

"What entitles you to such language?!" she said indignantly. 

"My love!" was Hermann's simple, convincing answer. 

He grabbed her hand. 

"Johanna! Answer me the only question: would it be possible for you to love me?" 

Without thinking, she said "yes!" "But I'm not allowed to" she then added somewhat 
meekly. 

"Why can't you? - I want to tell you why you think you can't! You are a mother!" 

She flinched and snatched her hand from him, which he still held tightly. Then she 
looked him full in the eyes and said: 

"How do you know?" 

"T suspect so!" 

She looked at him in amazement.After a while, she said as she went on: 

"I am not a mother, but I was. My child died a few hours after birth, and that was a good 
thing. It would have been horrible." 

"Is that now your reason for rejecting my application?" 

mies!" 

"Johanna! Now I beg you, become my wife!" 

She stopped. 

"You still desire me as your wife?" 

"I love you, Johanna!" 

"And don't ask me about my past?" 

"You don't owe me an account of your past, I don't even want to know it. However all 
this may have been, only out of love it happened! I don't want your past, I want your future, 
Johanna, and above all your love!" 

He pulled her passionately to his chest and kissed her on the mouth. Enraptured by the 
superiority of his storming love, she let it happen. 

Half a year later Johanna was Hermann's wife. 

The matriage was not happy. The lovebrought the couple together was based on passion, 
and passion never leads to blessing. Despite the fact that Hermann did not touch his wife's past 
life with a single syllable, she thanked him for it with self-sacrificing love and devotion and 
came to live only for him. 
seemed to live and breathe, the shadow of her past alwayspressedbetween the spouses and lay 
like an oppressive nightmare on Hermann's soul Perhaps it would have receded if she had been 
able to descend into the deeper depths of his feelings or to follow his flight of thought. But her 
derbsinnliche kind was not able to penetrate also only skin-deep into his being. Thus her love 
remained stuck in the lower regions of sensuality andshe did not know thedeep happiness of 
foreboding understanding Hermann felt more lonely than ever. 

Her husband's deep dissatisfaction did not escape Johanna, but in keeping with her own 


nature, she sought the cause in externals and strove to eliminate it through externals. She was 
an excellent housewife and knew how to spread external comfort, but she did not understand 
that this was not enough to make a man like Hermann happy. She fulfilled his every wish, 
which she could see in his eyes; she cooked his favorite meals, served him herself, provided 
him with every comfort, and tried to cheer him up with a coarse cheerfulness. All this, 
however, only served to increase Hermann's irritability, for for finer natures nothing is more 
tormenting than the eager labor of love of inadequateunderstanding It could even make him 
furious when she surprised him with gifts with which he had nothing to do. His open, straight 
and ruthless honesty was unable to feign joy where he felt none, or to hide embarrassing 
feelings. displeasureand disappointment increased daily on both sides 

More intimate feelings, however, stirred again in Hermann for his wife, as he looked 
forward to fatherly joys. All of Johanna's ancestors were, like his own, blond North Germans. 
So he could once again look forward to the fulfillment of his life's wish to possess a child of 
his own kind. 

But to his and his wife's horror, the quite incomprehensible, quite monstrous happened, 
she gave birth to a child with black 
Frizzy hair, dark skin and dark eyes, a real Jew child. 

Hermann roared like a bull that had been hit to death when he caught sight of the child. 

"Harlot!" he shouted at his wife. 

As if struck by lightning, she sank down in her physical distress under this devastating 
word. 

And now he imperiously demanded an account of her past She confessed that about ten 
years ago she had been seduced by a baptized Jewish officer, who had promised her marriage, 
and had been jilted by him. In order to save her parents from disgrace, she had had to keep 
silent. Under the pretext of wanting to become a nurse, she left her parents' house to give birth 
to the child. Immediately after its birth, it died, as he already knew. Why this child, Hermann's 
child, also looked like her first child, was impossible for her to understand. 

But the mystery was solved when Hermann learned the following: It is a significant 
experience made in animal breeding that a noble-bred female becomes forever unfit for noble 
offspring if sheis impregnatedonly once by a male of inferior By such a maternity produced 
from ignoble male blood, the whole organism of the noble-bred female creature is poisoned 
and changed towards the ignoble race, so that it is only capable of giving birth to ignoble 
offspring, even in the case of fertilization by a noble-bred male. The more highly developed a 
living being is, the more insistently this law of race appears, and its highest and most 
momentous effect is naturally reached in man. 

Now measure the damagedoneyear out to the German race by the Jewish youths who 
seduce thousands and thousands of German girls every year! 

Hermann imperiously demanded that his wife tell him the name and regiment of the 
Jewish officer. Frightened to death, she did so. That same night Hermann drove to the garrison 
near Berlin. 

In the meantime, the lieutenant had become a captain. When Hermann now demanded 
satisfaction from him, he explained that he did not know how to get it and asked him to leave 
his apartment immediately. 

Hermann did not move from the spot and repeated his demand.Then the Jew threatened 
to have his boy throw him out the doorif he did not leave immediately 

longer able to use his senses, Hermann drew his self-loading pistoland shot the villain 
down 

Not bothered by anyone, he drove back to Berlin, determined to turn himself in to the 
police there. When hehis apartment to make final arrangements, he found his wife dead She 
and her child had taken their own lives with morphine. The syringe was still in the area of her 


heart. 
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The jury courtroom could not hold the crowd, tickets had to be issued. Luminaries of 
science were invited as expert witnesses and the Jewish press had been shouting their "Crucify 
him!" for months. 

Pale and serious, Hermann sat in the dock. He had refused to take a defense lawyer. 
Finally, however, he had been forced to do so for technical reasons. But he resolutely refused 
togivethe defense counsel any explanationsabout the course of the crime and his motives He 
would present everything that was necessary himself. He rejected one of the judges named 
Ehrlicher and three jurors named Mannheimer, Jeiteles and Rosenfeld as biased. 

In court, too, he stuck to the statement he had made during the preliminary investigation, 
namely that he had shot the captain on purpose and had already left for the garrison with this 
intention.This testimony was contradicted by the testimony of the boy of the killed man, 
whohad overheardthe exchange of words in the next room He testified that the shot was fired 
only after the captain had twice refused to give the defendant satisfaction and had threatened to 
have him thrown out by the boy if he did not immediately leave himself. The prosecutor Dr. 
Katzenstein tried to refute the testimony of the boy by saying that the witness had been so 
perplexed that he had not even rushed to his master's aid, had not arrested the defendant after 
the crime, and had not even attempted to call others for this purpose. 

Hermannanswered the chairman's question as to whether he regretted his actionswith a 
firm "No." 

In his prosecution speech, the public prosecutor particularly emphasized that Hermann 
had been in full possession of his mental faculties before and during the crime, just as he still is 
now.This was confirmed by the opinions of the experts who had appeared here and who had 
each observed him for months with regard to his state of mind, Professors Dr. Maximus 
Hirschhorn, Privy Councillor Professor Dr. Maximilian Markuse and His Excellency thePrivy 
Councillor Professor Dr. Sally v. Cohn Fritz Mantheu, the chief expert responsible for all 
scientific and non-scientific questions, had also expressed himself in the same spirit only last 
night in the largest and most widespread of all German newspapers. "But," continued the 
prosecutor, "in addition to the expert opinions of these luminaries of German science, we also 
have the admission of the accused that he carried out this horrible act of blood with 
premeditation and deliberation. Even if we must not believe the other statements of the 
accused, in this one point he undoubtedly tells the truth! He is also telling the untruth when he 
claims that he habitually carries the pocket pistol with him on all his journeys, for he himself 
admitted that before setting out for the scene of the crime he checked the pistol and was 
convinced that it was in good working order. 


convinced! We are dealing here with a homicidal man who, out of denominational hatred, 
murdered the former member of a state religion which, although not Christian, is recognized as 
having equal rights with the Christian religion. The accusedattackeda royal Prussian 
officerbright future ahead of him, in broad daylight in his own apartment and shot him down 
out of religious fanaticism!What other plausible motivecouldaccused havehad for such an 
atrocious deed?Could it have been the imagination that the defendant's family honorbeen 
violatedby the murdered man? Oh, gentlemen, thank God, nowadays we live in the age of 
more real feelings! We livehumanity, humanity and human love!And this act of a highly 
educated man is doubly despicableand criminal! Just think, gentlemen of the jury, what benefit 
the family honor of the accused, allegedly injured by the murdered man, now has from this 


bloody deed! Has this murder eliminated the misstep of the accused's wife, which was 
committed more than ten years ago and which was quite understandable and forgivable? And 
what personal damage didfrom this misstep of his wife? Was she not an excellent, loving wife 
to him despite this misstep? Or did the defendant suffer personal damage from the fact that the 
child his wife gave him was not blond, as he had hoped, but black? Gentlemen! What 
backward, reactionary, antediluvian prejudices speak from this narrow-minded view of the 
accused! And, gentlemen, what guarantees do you have that in the present case the woman's 
earlier intercourse with the murdered man is really to blame for the child's appearance? A 
much simpler and more natural explanation seems to me to be closer! I do not want to offend 
the deceased wife of the accused! But since she has already once shown a certain preference 
for dark-haired men" 

"Shut up, you mean dog!" Hermann, beside himself, interrupted the prosecutor. 

"I must beg very much," said the latter calmly, "that I may not be interrupted in my 
speech by the accused." 

"You must not make any interjections," admonished Chairman Hermann 
sympathetically. "Above all, you mustnot insultthe prosecutoralthough your agitation is 
understandable to me You will be given the floor later for an unlimited defense. rest, I would 
ask the prosecnot to elaborate on the ideahe has just indicatedI think the jurywanted to say." 

On the faces of the jurors there was bright indignation at this scurrilous argument of the 
prosecutor, eagerly they nodded their agreement to the presiding judge. 

It may well be," continued the prosecutor calmly, "that these laws of race, of which the 
gentlemen race expertsspoke, are valid in animal breeding, but what does that prove for man?is 
no doubt that man has evolved from the animal kingdom and that the same biological laws 
apply to him as to the other living beings. But that this should be the case also in relation to the 
race, seems to me highly doubtful! Race at all! What does race mean? A human being is a 
human being, no matter to which denomination he belongs! I consider this whole question of 
race to be a swindle, and in the present case it does not play the slightest role in the 
justification of the accused. 

As for the opinion that the accused was provoked to his deed by the murdered man by 
the latter's refusal to give him satisfaction for the youthful prank he had committed more than 
ten years ago with the accused's wife, nota bene, with the wife's full consent, such an opinion is 
completely incomprehensible to me. If I demand of someone, and he refuses the demand, then 
according to the generally accepted code of honor, the matter is nevertheless 
done. With this demand, the defendant had completely fulfilled his duty of honor and could 
actually be glad that the matter went off so smoothly. Shooting down the opponent is as 
incommensurate as possible, gentlemen! And as for the refusal of the murdered man, I find it 
quite understandable. Who wants to remember all the women's tricksone once committed in 
one's youth! And, hand on heart, gentlemen of the jury! Every one of us has had his share of 
bitching in his youth! Youth wants to let off steam!If all of us who are present here, after more 
than ten years, would have to expect toshot down in broad daylight in our own apartment 
forsome youthful hanky-panky, then, gentlemen, all coziness would come to an end! Only very 
few of us would still be alive then. 

We Germans are considered in the whole world as the people of the poets and thinkers, 
and therefore we have understanding for the weaknesses of our fellow men! The accused has 
not shown such an understanding, he has disregarded the simplest laws of humanity and driven 
by reactionary prejudices, shot down a defenseless person! We Germans are open, honest 
people! The accused, however, has acted dishonestly and insidiously, and therefore un- 
German, by gunning down an unsuspecting person in broad daylight! Such a nefarious, 
insidious, un-German atrocity demands the most severe atonement!" 

After these and similar remarks, the prosecutor concludedhis speech with the following 


words 

"The German people, gentlemen of the jury, expect from your hard and heavy duty that 
you find the accused guilty of having deliberately and with deliberation killed the Royal 
Prussian Captain Paul Kornacker on September 1 of last year!" 

Unwilling murmurs filled the auditorium after this speech. 

Now the defense attorney was given the floor. 

He first indignantly objected to the prosecutor's method of dragging the honor of the 
defendant's deceased wife into the mud even after the fact and of glossing over the 
dishonorable deed of the Jewish officer. The audience agreed with him so loudly that the 
chairman had to threaten to clear the auditorium. 

Then the defense attorney addressed the efforts of the prosecutordevalue the testimony 
of the boy and to present Hermann's deed as having been carried out with intent and 
deliberation.support of this opinion by the defendant himself proved just the opposite, because 
he was convinced that the defendant was aiming to obtain a death sentence against himself, so 
that an end would be put to his lamentable, failed lifehis Christian faith forbade him tobring 
about by his own hands Then he described this life and explained how it had been destroyed 
according to plan by the Jews. Jewish greed and Jewish usury had already driven the father of 
the accused to despair and death. Through Jewish dishonesty the defendant had been deprived 
of his scientific successes and his fortune. Only Jewish lechery and lack of conscience were to 
blame for the shocking tragedy of his two marriages. And a person should be surprised when 
the one who has been persecuted and tormented by the Jewsdeprivedall his life's work and 
life's hopesat the moment when all these Jewish crimes are crowded together in front of his 
souldesecrator of his wife and family honor refuses him satisfaction and threatens to throw him 
out of the door, should one be surprised if the accused, irritated to the point of blood at that 
moment, let himself be carried away by an act which hewould never have committedcalm 
deliberation?For a dishonorable scoundrel, as the shot man proved to be, and as the 
testimoniesabout his other outrages against German girls unanimously testify, is not worth a 
shot of powder! 

"The defendant," concluded the defense counsel, "has been so outrageously tormented 
and irritated by endless maltreatment committed against him and his family that he could at 
most be found guilty of manslaughter and accordingly only be punished with imprisonment, if 
he had possessed his free will at the moment of the deed! But he undoubtedly did not have it! 
In spite of the expert opinions of the gentlemen, I, and with me without question every 
unbiased person, stand on the point of viewaccused committed the deed in a state which 
excluded his free determination of will, and that consequently all questions of guilt are to be 
negated, and he must be acquitted 

Loud applause and bravos followed these almost two hours of the defense counsel's 
explanations, so that the chairman now seriously threatened to clear the hall. 

Now Hermann was given the final word. He began: 

"The views which the Mr. Prosecutor developed earlier are an apt proof that to him, as to 
all his racial comrades -" 

"How dare you take me for a Jew!" cried the prosecutor in the most sensitive manner. 

Hermann: "I don't understand the prosecutor's excitement, I didn't even say the word 
Jew!" 

Chairman: "I must draw the attention of the prosecutor to the fact that now the defendant 
has the floor! I expect the defendant to exercise moderation and to speak only to the point!" 

Hermann: "Earlier, the chairmanassuredme of unlimitedfreedom of speech What I have 
to say is absolutely part of the matter. It is important for me to make the reasons for my actions 
completely clear, and that includes answering the prosecutor's questions. May I do that?" 

Chairman: "You have the right to defend yourself in any direction. But that must not 


tempt you to put forward things here that go beyond the scope of your defense!" 

Defense counsel: "I urge you not to restrict my client's freedom of speech! I draw 
attention to the fact that I would have to see a ground for revision in this!" 

Chairman: "Your client has complete freedom of speech, of course. But that must not 
stop me from admonishing him to speak only to the point! The defendant now has the floor, 
and I now urge everyone not to make any interjections!" 

The defense attorney beckoned to Hermann not to be intimidated, and Hermann, who 
had remained quite calm, continued: 

"I say that the remarks of the Herr Staatsanwalt are an excellent proof that he, like all 
Jewslacksnaturalreasons any organ for German concepts of honor For the rest -" 

I urgently request the chairmanforbiddefendantto speak about my personality here! I am 
a Christian just like the defendant and forbid myself in the most decisive way any remark 
about my honor! 

Chairman: "I again admonish the defendant to refrain from any remark not pertaining to 
the matter!" 

In perfect silence, Hermann continued: 

"For the rest, Iquite agree withwhat the prosecutor said He is indeed right. If all his racial 
comradeshad to pay by death for the sins they commit by making German girls unfit to bear 
German children, then there would probably be no Jews left in the German fatherland! look at 
the pitiable creatures on whom these countless Jewish store and life youngsters, these commis, 
traveling salesmen, married and unmarried head and sub-headmenpracticetheir arts of 
seduction! Just gorestaurants and amusement arcades, cinemas and theatersafter closing time! 
UnsuspectingGerman girls, unaware of the implications of their actions, are the ones who, 
succumbing to the temptations of the big city, are sportingly seduced by these 
The Jews are seduced by foreign-blooded men and are deprived of the ability to bear German 
children for a German man one day! One's wrists twitch when one sees a German girl on the 
arm of such a Jew-boy! Both of them belong to be beaten to death!Have you ever observeda 
Jew, for the satisfaction of his extramarital lusts, lures a member of his own race into his yarn? 
These do not excite his desires! It must be German girls! If possible blond German girls! Read 
the Jewish entertainment literature, you will find this confirmed! It is the blondness of our girls 
that they are after! The crime that theycommitday in and day out against the German blood and 
the German national strengthoutrageous! We have a little over half a million Jews in Germany, 
and this half million is enough to racially corrupt the German people in a hundred years, so 
that it is no longer possible to speak of a German race! high and high time that laws are finally 
created whichstop toracial contamination ofthe German people by Jewish blood! Marriages 
between Germans and Jews should be forbidden by law! **) Every Jew who dares to defile a 
German girl should be punished with penitentiary! 

No less disastrous than this racial is the spiritual contamination which the German 
peopleexperiencingthrough Jewryincreasing measure from decade to  decade."And 
nowHermann described in an hour and a half the poisoningand corrosive influence which the 
Jews, through their financial powerthrough the press, literature and theater, through the 
judiciary and the teaching office, exert indirectly and directly on German feeling and thinking, 
on German morals and views, on German tradehow they unceasinglyseek toconfuse and dilute 
our original, primordial German concepts of God and religion, of freedom and immortality, of 
loyalty and devotion to prince and fatherland, andreplaceby the revolutionary and international 
ideals of lies From the bottom up, by law and justice, we must 
The German spirit and the German essence must not disappear from the globe in the 
foreseeable future. He culminated these statements in the demand: "No Jew may be a teacher 
of a German boy or girl anymore! *°) No Jew mayenterthe pulpit of a German university or 
college! No Jew, whether baptized or unbaptized, may any longer sit in judgment on a 


German! O unbearable shame that this is possible at all in the German fatherland! Immigrated 
Asiatics sit in judgment on born Germans! With indignant pride every German should reject 
every Jewish judge, whether baptized or not! Only a German may and can judge a German! No 
Jew may ever again hold a public office! No Jew may acquire real estate in Germany! *°) The 
Jews arealien tous by blood andspirit and must be regarded as aliens and treated as aliens 
according to special laws, if we are not to perish from them!"Hermann substantiated these 
demands onof overwhelming statistical material Then he continued: 

"The claims of the prosecutor that Icommitted my deedout of religious intolerance, out 
of denominational hatred, is nothing more than the old Jewish trick of concealing the core of 
the question at issue here! Religious intolerance! Where in the whole world is there a country 
where such freedom of mind and conscienceprevails as in Germany?Who in the German 
fatherlandhindershis confession and in the practice of his religion? Who in our country 
begrudges the Jews their religion? In which country are there so many synagogues as in 
Germany? No, gentlemen! Here we are dealing with something quite different!As soon as 
someone dares tocriticize Judaism, or even todefendhimselfagainstJewish paternalism, 
oppression and exploitation, there is immediately a great cry in the Jewish camp about 
"religious intolerance"! In this way the broad people, who are not enlightened about this, shall 
be diverted from the core of the matter. 
and that it is not a question of religious and denominational questions, but solely of social 
questions and questions of blood and race, on which the fate of the German people depends! 
And the timidity and the fear and the cowardice before everything that is Jewish and Jewish- 
related is so great among us in Germany that even in our national circles all these 
questionstouched upononly with the greatest timidityand one does not dare at all to speak the 
word Jew aloud or to call the things that are involved here by their proper names! So 
tremendously great is the power of Jewry already today in the German fatherland! Verily, our 
ancestors knew well why they locked this people into the Jewish quarter! But today it is the 
other way round!Today we Germans sit in our own homeland in the German quarter! For a 
German who still dares to feel German and to think German and to give expression to his 
German feeling and thinking is put under guard and ban! And no government protects him! 
For our government protects and supports these seducers and deceivers of the people and 
forbids the mouth of every German who dares to oppose them! All our great German 
intellectual leaders, Geiler, Luther, Herder, Frederick the Great, Kant, Fichte, Schiller, Goethe, 
Richard Wagner, Treitschke, Mommsen, Menzel, Bismarck, have never grown tired of calling 
attention to the danger threatening us from the Jews and of fighting against them! We, 
however, systematically raise and breed this dangerous race and uncritically hand over our 
nationhood to it! 

Now, in order to draw the attention of the broad public, which is methodically kept in 
ignorance about these things, that is why I have committed my deed. It was my well- 
calculatedand well-considered intention, by a quite unusual, sensational deed, to direct my 
people's comrades to these questions, which decide the being or non-being of our German 
future! For there is no other possibility to do so! If I had tried, by means of newspaper essays, 
books and lectures, to make the public aware of these questions, I would have 
it would have been in vain! The essays, books and lectures would not have been printed or 
discussed, but would have been suppressed and hushed up, for the Jews are in possession of 
almost the entire German press and not a word is printed in this press that would be suitable to 
lift the veil over these things! Even petitions to the high authorities and princes are of no use, 
as I will prove to you in a moment, because the power of these foreign-blooded people already 
reaches into the very highest circles!" 

Now Hermann readoutthe correspondence ofDr. Fritz Frankfurter, memberReichstagwith 
the Kommerzienrat Burghamer and shared his futile attempts to bring it to the attention of the 


Emperor and the other federal princes He then concluded his remarks with the following 
words: 

"If the German people does not succeed in shaking off the Jewish vampire, whom it 
unsuspectingly suckles with its heart's blood, and in rendering him harmless - and this is 
already possible by simple legal measures - it will perish in the foreseeable future. In order to 
shout this warning from this place, from my heart into all the world, therefore and only 
therefore I have committed my deed. I have consciously sacrificed my life to my fatherland 
and I hope that I have not done it in vain! I hope that my death will be the signal for the storm 
against this inner enemy, which threatens the German future more terribly than our outer 
enemies, because it cannot be defeated with the sword in the hand! 

To give full credit to the truth, I will also confess to you that this was not yet my 
intention when I left my apartment that night. At first, I was onlybringingdefiler of my family 
honor to a chivalrous accountBut when the thought occurred to me on the way that he could 
possibly denyme the satisfaction with the weapon in his hand, in this case it was my rock-solid 
decision to shoot him down, not out of revenge, but solely for the purpose that I have just told 
you about 
I have explained. So I repeat truthfully, I carried out my deed with intent and deliberation. You 
are bound by the law, gentlemen of the jury, and the law punishes the killing of a human being 
with intent and deliberation with death!" 

Hermann's speech made a tremendous impression on the judge, jury and listeners. It was 
not a defense speech, it was a terrible double accusation. The unheard-of fate 
ofHermann'slifeeveryone When he pronounced the death sentence on himself, of which there 
could hardly be any doubt, many a woman could be seen holding her handkerchief to her eyes. 

Breathless tension reigned when the jury re-entered the courtroom after two hours of 
deliberation to announce the verdict. They had negated all questions of guiltandthe defense 
counsel's opinion that the defendanthad committed the deed without intent and deliberation in 
the highest state of affect and in a state of mind that precluded his free determination of will 
before and during the deed The verdict was accordingly acquittal. Hermann was immediately 
set free. He left the courthouse cheered and congratulated. 

His speech, however, was reproduced only by the sparse national press without 
abridgement. more than 90 % of all German newspapers it appeared only in excerpts and with 
accompanying words to the effect that this strange acquittal had obviously only taken place 
because the jury, despite the contrary opinions of the expertsbecome convinced that they were 
dealing with an insane man Nevertheless, the public prosecutor had appealed against the 
verdict. 


Silent and shaken, Hermann had received the verdict.last he had believed tohave 
recognizedpurpose and goal of the immenseGod had imposed on him This suffering was 
supposed to harden and steel him so that he would find the strength to sacrifice his life for his 
fatherland, to give the German people the impetus to free themselves from the powers of 
darkness! He had regarded himself as an instrument of God, willing to lay down his life for 
this high task. And now he was mistaken in this, too. 

Astonished, he opened a batch of letters that the post office brought him the next day. 
They were congratulatory letters from people completely unknown to him on his acquittal. 
They praised him for his manly behavior and welcomed in him the leader they had long longed 
for to finally take up the fight against the people's deceivers and poisoners. From mail to mail, 
the letters piled up. Whole baskets full were brought to his house. He was unable to read them 
all or even to answer them 

Now a new ancestor came to him. What if he was called not to die but to live for this 
task? How, if this was the meaning of his life's suffering, that he would find strength and 
greatness to renounce his wife and child and earthly happiness in order to put all his thoughts 
and thoughts, his will and actions into the service of this high task of life, which required all 
the strength of a whole man? Could he not serve the fatherland in a much more effective way 
than if he had now climbed the scaffold in order to be freed from the fetters of his body and 
from the suffering of his life at one stroke? That would certainly have been more comfortable 
than taking up the struggle for life anew! Yes, did he not have to confess to himself that the 
desire toendall this agony ofwas the mainspring of his decision to commit an act which the law 
punished with death? That 


He had become frighteningly aware of the fact that such considerations had been co- 
determining for his deed, when the defense counsel had disputed this thought in his closing 
speech.He had become red with shame and became red with shame again at that moment Had 
he not thereby incurred the same guilt as the suicide who ends his life out of cowardice? For a 
sinful desire, which we do not overcome and fight down, counts before God like an executed 
deed! How merciful this God had been again, that he had saved him from this disguised 
suicide and now gave him the opportunity to recognize this sin in time and to make amends! 

No! The time, when he could leave this earthly life, had not yet come for him! He still 
had to serve a task before, a high glorious task! 

To bring the spirit the victory over the material and to lead the whole struggling 
humanity towards its divine destinythat was the goal God set for himself when he created 
Germanic people Since then, all the good spirits who have come to the realization of the sinful 
abuse of their free will and who have the honest will to find their way back to the Father's 
house through suffering and purification have embodied themselves in them, and in the Jewish 
race those powers of hell have embodied themselves since time immemorial which cause the 
apostasy from God and are constantly at work with their Satanic arts to block the return of the 
struggling souls to the Father's house. The peace among nations, for which the struggling 
humanity longs, can only come, and will then come all by itself, when humanity has again 
become aware of its divine destiny and has recognized the meaning and purpose of this earthly 
life, which is only that of finding the way back to the Father's house. 

To contribute toawakeningthis realization in his German compatriotsand to spur them on 
to fight against those infernal powers, that was the unambiguous task which God assigned to 
him and of which he was allowed to be the humble instrument Trusting his further fate deeply 
in God's hand 
laying, he was now determined to live to the last breath of this task! 

Wonderful and unsearchable are the ways of God, and He performs everything 
gloriously. If we have a pure and deep desire and ask God for it, he will fulfill it when we are 
ready for fulfillment. Thus, our friend's fervent wish to be allowed to take off the human 
garment was soon to be fulfilled. A few weeks after his acquittal, the World War broke out. As 
a reserve officer of a Prussian infantry regiment, he was discharged from the officer's rank 
soon after his deed with a simple farewell, but personally highly honored by his comrades 
Now he enlisted as a war volunteer with his old regiment. Immediately in the first battles he 
distinguished himself before the enemy in such a way that he was appointed an officer again. 
Decorated with both iron crosses, he fell on Christmas Eve of the first year of the war while on 
a daring patrol. The bullet hit him right in the heart after piercing the image of his boy. 

Thus his wish todiefor the holy fatherland was fulfilled after all 


End. 


Notes 


(The bracketed numbers after the consecutive numbers 
indicate the corresponding text page) 


1 (124). his excellent book "Der falscheGott, Beweismaterial gegen JahweFalse God, 
Evidence against YahwehTheodor Fritsch makes the following sensational statements about 
the unmistakable contrast between the Old Testament JewishGodour ChristianGodthe 
unbridgeable moral contrast of Jewish and Christian religious thinking and feeling, striving 
and striving causeded. Leipzig, Hammerverlag), makes the following sensationalstatements, 
which, if they stand up to scientific scrutinymost momentous importancefor Old 
Testamentcriticism 

Through Luther's translation of the Bible, some characteristicfeatures of the old 
scripturesus In order to present the image of the one-god doctrine more purely, Luther has used 
the alternating names of the gods of the original scripture - as there are: Elohim, Yahweh, EI- 
Elion, El-Shaddai, Adonai, Zebaoth etc. - always translated by "God the Lord".Thus an 
apparent monotheism aroseeven where it was not.Besides, however, the essence-picture 
ofthese different godswasblurred by it 

More significant for us are E/-Elion and El-Shaddai, which Luther has left standing a 
few times, but mostly also translated with "God the Lord". Our theologians use to interpret E/- 
Shaddai as the "highest God" and E/-Elion as the "highest of all", an interpretation for which 
there are no serious linguistic foundations. It is only an embarrassment interpretation. 

El-Elion and El-Shaddai were gods of the Canaanite peoples before the Jews came to the 
land. It 


would have no reasonable sense to see in these two names of gods equivalent beings; what 
reason had the Canaanites to think of two gods of the same kind, one of which was only one 
step higher than the other: a "supreme" and a "supreme of all"? It is much more probable that - 
similarly as in other old religions - also in these Canaanite gods opposites are embodied: a 
good and an evil spirit. 

Prof. Adolf Wahrmund, teacher at the Oriental Academy in Vienna, in his "Law of 
Nomadism and the Present Rule of the Jews" has firstopened upus the deeper spiritual being of 
the Hebrews as descendants of the desert nomads and desert robbers He has already hinted at 
the connections discussed here by saying in said book: 

"An even deeper, even more natural typical model of the turns of fate of the nomadic 
life, than the hostile raids, is to be looked for in the frequently recurring, all-destroying desert 
storm, the mighty destroyer, who leaves behind the desolate emptiness and the barren 
nothingness. He is personified in Typhon or Seth of the Egyptians, the Shaddai (i.e. the mighty 
and terrible one) of Abraham and Balaam. He therefore rides on the fittigen of the wind and 
descends in thunder and lightning. The storm wind is his breath, steam rises from his nostrils 
and devouring fire from his mouth. The desert nomadsare his true sons, for they too, like their 
god, can only destroyAccording to some ancients, Typhon was the father of Judeo and 
Hierosolymus, and the Gnostics havecalledthe Judeo-GodTyphonian being." 

According to the Egyptian view, Seth is the evil spirit, "the god to whom everything 
corruptible can be traced". Also in Assyrianinscriptions Sched and Schedim are found as evil 
demons. 

All this seems to me to indicate that in Shaddai we are dealing with the "evil spirit" that 
was created by the 


Canaanites was feared as an enemy, the spirit of darkness. The devil is called Sheitan in 
Turkish. A station at the distance Rustschuk-Barna leads the name Scheitan-Schuk - devil hole. 
Now it is strange that Abraham, when he holds his entry into Canaan, did not make his 
covenant with E/-Elion, but with E/-Shaddai of all people - and only with this one.So that no 
doubt may exist, the passage in the original text may be reproduced here. 

So the 17th chapter of the 1st book of Moses begins: 
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That is in faithful translation: 

"And Abram was a man of 99 years. Then Yahweh appeared to Abram and said: I am 
El-Shaddai, walk before my face and be obedient (devoted to me), and I will make a covenant 
between me and you, and I will make you very great." 

And Gen. 17:7 goes on to say, "And I will establish my covenant between me and you 
and your seed and their seed's seed as an everlasting covenant, that I may be your God and 
your seed's God after you." 

Since E/-Elion, the God of light, truth and goodness, is nowhere mentioned in this 
covenant, I cannot read anything else out of it with the best will in the world than that Abram 
made his covenant with the "evil spirit". He committed - to speak in medieval terms - his soul 
to the devil. That explains everything! 

It is not difficult to see that the name Yahweh was substituted later for Shaddai, that the 
original God of the Jews was El-Shaddai, and that the covenant with this God extended only to 
Abram and his descendants, not to other nations. 

It should have hardly needed learned investigations to recognize from the descriptions of 
the oldest Jewish history that Yahweh is not a being of goodness and truth. All the facts 
described in the preceding paragraphs confirm it: Yahweh is El-Shaddai, is the evil spirit, the 
spirit of deceit, who has nothing in common with our ChristianGod We must strongly object to 
the interchange of the two. Shouldn'tfact that in the New Testament the name Yahweh-Jehovah 
does not appear any more be enough to make us aware of the difference of the gods? 

Neither Christ nor his disciples know the name YahwehJehovah. On the cross Christ 
calls: 


"Eli Eli, lama asaptani" 


and the surrounding Jewish people, raised in Jewish views, are astonished at this exclamation, 
which they do not understand. Some thought that he was calling the prophet Eliyah.In any 
case, it is clear that Christ called his God by a name that was unknown to the Jews and the 
Jerusalemite rabble And the name sounded similar to Elijah to them. Should he not perhaps 
have called: 


"El-Elion, why did you leave me?" 


Following these traces of Fritsch, I find the following remarkable passages in 
Eisenmenger's Talmud translation "Das entdeckte Judentum" (K6nigsberg 1711) second part, 
p. 432 and 433, whose examination I urgently recommend to the scholars: "But the so-called 
good, holy and righteous devils are called Schedin Jehudain, 1.e. Jewish devils, because they 
should study Moses in the same way as the Jews in the law, go to the synagogue and perform 
their prayers. - "Joseph is not called Scheda without cause. 


then taught him a Sched, i.e. devil. - They (namely the Jewish devils) are like the angels, whom 
the devils serve, because they are Jews and marked with the signs of Shaddai (understand 
circumcision). The conceptual connection between Sched, devils and Shaddai, the designation 
of the God with whom Abraham made his covenant, seems to be evident here. 

A specialist theologian, to whom I submitted these facts, now still draws my attention to 
the passage Exodus 6, 2-3, and writes about it: "What Luther translated with "Lord" is just in 
Hebrew "Yahweh". What Luther translated as "almighty God" is "E/-Shaddai". So this passage 
really reads: "Elohim spoke to Moses and said to him: I am Yahweh. I appeared to Abraham, 
Isaac and Jacob as El-Shaddai(!) But my name Yahweh was not revealed to them." The 
theologian further pointed out to me that this passage belongs to the latest pieces of the 5 
books of Moses. It comes from the so-called consolation writing, which was probably written 
by Ezra around 450 BC. One must reckon with the possibility that this equation of E/-Shaddai 
with Yahweh is only a later combination of priests! By the way, Genesis 6 looks back to 
Genesis 17, where the revelation to Abraham actually was: "I am E/-Shaddai"! 

It is therefore quite possible that Abraham actually made his covenant with the evil 
spirit! deeds of the original Jewish God and his patriarchal protégésample testimonyfor itthe 
Old Testament! Everything what is only conceivable at swindle and fraud, desecration, murder 
and manslaughter is carried out there on order of "God"! Only later a Jewish priest changed the 
matter and replaced the name of the devil by that of God! That this Old Testament Jewish God 
at least had a double face, completely in accordance with the ambiguity and hypocrisy of the 
Jewish moral doctrinethat he appears sometimes as a principle, of the good, sometimes of the 
evil, the 
is clear from the Old Testament. It is also conceivable that his originally good principle, which 
suited him as the ancestral god of the pre-Jewish Aryan original population of Canaan, was 
turned into its opposite by the character of the immigrating Jews. The Savior seems to have 
been of this opinion. When the Jews refer to the God of Abraham as their father in contrast to 
the God taught by the Savior, the Savior denies that the Jews have the kind God of Abraham as 
their father and hurls the devastating words in their faces: "You are of the father the devil, and 
according to your father's pleasure you will do. The same is a murderer from the beginning, 
and is not established in the truth; for the truth is not in him. When he speaks a lie, he speaks 
of his own: for he is a liar, and the father of them" (Joh. 8,44, quoted from the Greek-German 
New Testament by Eberhard Nestle, Stuttgart 1912). This seems to me to be a problem that 
would be an important task of critical theology to clarify. 

2 (126). See "Babel und Bibel" by Friedrich Delitzsch (Stuttgart, Deutsche 
Verlagsanstalt, 1903) and the works by Kaulen, Lauth, Lepsius, Sayce, Schrader, Wahrmund 
and others that appeared decades before this work. Samples from the pre-Jewish writings, 
which are unmistakable models for the most beautiful parts of the Old Testament, can also be 
found in the book by Theodor Fritsch "Der falsche Gott, Beweismaterialgegen Jahwe" 


3 (129). remarks of this chapter about the descent ofJesus and the connection between 


religion and race are supplemented by the following remarks of Theodor Fritsch from his book 
"Der falsche Gott, Beweismaterialgegen Jahwe" 

"This one circumstance, the condition of circumcision, should already be enough to 
make the contrast between Yahweh and 


to bring to the awareness of the Christian God. Since the Christians do not practice 
circumcision, they prove that they have nothing to do with Yahweh and his covenant.But as 
uncircumcised they are an abomination to Yahweh and have to see in him an enemywho seeks 
to fulfill in them the word: "All that is not circumcised in the foreskin of his flesh, his soul 
shall be cut off." 

It is incomprehensible how the Christian theologians of all timescouldoverlook this fact 
andconsiderYahweh to be the God of Christianity as well" 

So far Theodor Fritsch. Every unbiased person must admit that circumcision is in itself 
something so unnatural and disgusting that the God who prescribed it and the people who 
accepted it cannot possibly lay claim to pure and uncorrupted sensibilities. The ancient source 
writers report that the Jews were pariahs expelled from the cultural lands. It would be very 
possible that these outcasts united to an alliance against culture and custom and chose the 
circumcision as a secret sign of the alliance. fact that circumcision, according toHerodotus, 
was also customary among other peoples of antiquity, does not change the mental evaluation of 
a people who elevated it to a religious characteristic and doesnotunbridgeable moralgap 
between Jewish and Christian feeling and thinking 


4 (130). A race-historically justified assumption of the author. Impressive evidence that 
the pre-Jewishpopulation of Palestine and the basic population ofSamaria and Galileeliving at 
the time of Jesuswas of Aryan race and that Jesus himself belonged to the Aryan and not to the 
Jewish race is provided by the popularly written, illustrated book by Fr. Déllinger "Baldur und 
Bibel", shorter popular edition (Verlag Lorenz Spindler, Nuremberg 1920. Price M. 
14.-)Although details of the work, so many linguistic derivations and _ racial- 
historicalconceptions, also details from the life and death of Jesus cannot stand up to serious 
criticism, it is nevertheless recommended to the reader in the most appropriate manner, since it 
presents the pre-Jewish racial and cultural history of the holy land, which without any doubt 
was an Aryan one, exhaustively as no other work has done so far. 


5 (131). Even the Jews of today have in their secure racial instinct a distinct feeling for 
the fact that the Israelite prophets are not of their tribe. Although they still give themselves Old 
Testament names with preference, it does not occur to any Jew to call himself Jeremiah, Isaiah, 
Ezekiel, Hosea, Joel, Amos, Abodja, Zephanja, Micha, Haggai, Malachi or Nahum. These 
names deviate also already for our ear considerably from the genuine Jewish ones. The later 
inserted by the Jews or in Jewish sense reworked passages of the prophetic books are 
unmistakable. reader receives clarification about these connections from the chapter "Zur 
Entstehungsgeschichtedes Alten Testamentes" in Theodor Fritsch's book "Der falsche Gott, 
Beweismaterial gegen Jahwe" and in the small writing of an unnamed author "Juda und Israel 
als weltgeschichtlicheDoppelganger", Berlin, Verlag W. Giese, but above all from the Old 
Testament writings themselves, if hereadsthem impartiallyand prudently 

Clear light is shed on the history of the conquest of Canaan and the untruthful historical 
tradition, unscrupulous shifts and falsifications of the Jewish biblical writers and the necessity 
to review the Old Testament beliefs handed down to us and to reshape them from the 
ground,fundamental work by Friedrich Delitzsch "Die groBe Tauschung, kritische 
Betrachtungen zu den alttestamentli- chen Berichten tiber Israels Eindringen in Kanaan, die 
Gottesoffenbarungvom Sinai und die Wirksamkeit der Propheten" (Deutsche Verlagsanstalt, 
Stuttgart und Berlin 1920. Price M. 9.60). 

With what ingenious means the Jews continue their tactics of falsification and 


concealment even today can be seen from the writing "Der groBe Volks- und Weltbetrug durch 
die internationale Vereinigung ,Ernster Bi- 

The book was published by August Fetz (Deutschvélkische Verlagsanstalt Arthur Gdotting, 
Hamburg. Price M. 3.-). 


6 (133). Theodor Fritsch givesa vividcritical description of the Old Testament business, 
guided bysound common sensehis book "Der falsche Gott, Beweismaterial gegen Jahwe" (The 
False God, Evidence against Yahweh), which cannot be recommended to the reader strongly 
enough 

7 (134). The Jew Klétzel writes in No. 2 of the magazine "Janus" (1912) under the 
heading "Das groBe Hassen" (The Great Hating), among other things: "Just as we Jews know 
of every gentile that somewhere in a corner of his heart he is and must be an anti-Semite, so 
every Jew is at the deepest bottom of his being a hater of everything gentile.... Nothing is more 
alive in me than the conviction that if there is anything that unites all the Jews of the world, it 
is this great sublime hatred." 

Semi Abraham, writing "From Jew to Christian" (1912), says: "This is, after all, how 
Jewish children are brought up; hatred of everything Christian is inculcated in them in their 
first childhood." 

Goethe had already famously claimed of Jews that "he does not feel love". 

The Shulchan-aruch, the newer code of Jewish religion, commands Jews to pray the 
Shepherd's prayer (Orach chajim 480, Haga) on Pesach evening (the evening before Easter). It 
reads: 

"Pour out your wrath on the goyim (gentiles, Christians) who do not know you, and on 
the kingdoms that do not call on your name: for they have devoured Jacob, and his dwelling 
place they have laid waste." 

"Pour out upon them your rancor, and your wrath's embers reach them!" 

"Pursue them in anger and blot them out from under God's heaven." 


8 (134). Talmud Jebamoth 98 a: "The Torah has made free the children of him (from 
the Akum) for it says: "their flesh is donkey flesh and their seed is horse seed." 
(By "Akum" and "Goi," plural "Goyim," according to the testimony of court-sworn experts, the 
gentile is to be understood "specifically" the Christian). 

Tosephot (the name of the medieval additions to the Talmud) to Talmud Kethuboth 3b: 
"His (the Akum's) seed is regarded as cattle seed." etc. 


Q (134). Shulchan Aruch, Orach chajjim 576.3, Eben ha' ezer 26.1 Haga, ete. 


10 (134). Moses said: "You shall not covet your neighbor's wife" and "whoever 
commits adultery with his neighbor's wife is guilty of death. The Talmud, Sanhedrin 52,2 
teaches, Moses forbids the Jew only the adultery with the neighbor, i.e. the Jew's wife, but the 
wife of the Akum is excluded! Tosephot Raschi remarks to it (to 3. Moses 20,10) one learns 
from it that the Akum has no marriage!(According to Rohling, "der Talmudjude", new edition 
by Carl Paasch, 13th edition) 

Tosephot to Talmud, Sanhedrin 74 b: "Concubitus Akum is like concubitus bestiae"! 

It is not possible to reproduce here all the shamelessness of the Talmud which justifies 
adultery with a Christian woman. The reader will find more detailed information in the 7th 
chapter of the work "Der Talmudjude" by Professor Dr. August Rohling (new edition by Carl 
Paasch, Leipzig, Hammerverlag, price M. 1.-).But one understands already after these samples 


that all the Jewish youths and Jewish husbands, who seduce thousands of German girls and 
women every yearactcompletely in the sense of their religious rules! 


11 (134). An extensive collection of the passages of the Talmud, which not only allow 
but under certain circumstances even command fraud, theft, embezzlement and damage of any 
kind, even assassination of a Christian, can be found in Theodor Fritsch's often recommended 
book "Der falsche Gott, Beweismaterial gegen Jahwe". I must content myself here with 
reproducing some from the newer code of the Jewish religion, the Shulchan-aruch. 
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"The error of an Akum, for example, cheating him in arithmetic or not paying him what 
is owed to him, is permitted; but only on condition that he does not become aware of it, lest the 
name be profaned. Some say it is forbidden to deceive him; it is only permitted if he has erred 
of his own accord." 
ha-mitchpal 983.1 Maga: 
mn" rjn>' oray DM na Dtay”* a "n rm" 
iwnrt jmcb n'Ti 
"A Jew who owes something to an Akum, if the Akum dies and no Akum knows anything 
about it, is not obligated to pay it to his heirs." 
Chttchen ha-mishpat 266, li 
m nn trmwn THH BTOK JTWO oroyn BTOM rrrtrvi D "I rrrayp'tno Hinty rrrajr TBJT 


wom dn 


ruiDK tya DH" yrri ton" n" DMD" nao "nn" "ip 
"nai "o m ‘in 
"The lost object of Akum may be kept, for it is said: The lost thing of your brother’; yes, 
whoever returns itcommits a great sin. But if he returns it to sanctify the name, so that the Jews 
may be praised and confess that they are honest people, it is praiseworthy." 
* Chotehtn ha-miiehf "t 139," Hag"; 
rrvb TIDM" fiT" "> K'uiya vnfr" mn pi )*" moip" in mnn orayn ay pwyto vstA *rA W pioyto 
iS nvMt mnn oraynb TOK j*w® DTipn bai ipDRa Do Dtay "an iwo 'pwnto zr’ zritwto 
T]"IDIM m nav 


"If a Jew has a 'good customer" at an Akum, there are places where it is judged that it is 
forbidden for others to compete with him and do business with that Akum; and there are places 
where it is not (so) judged, and some allow another Jew to go to that Akum, lend to him, do 
business with him, cheat him, and take (his money) from him, because the Akum's money is 
like ownerless property, and anyone who comes first takes possession of it. - Some forbid it 
(for one Jew to compete with another)." 

Chotchen ha-mishpat 183, 7 Haga: 
nyom rvan ":n croyn oy miro neny nw ns 
Tteryo p mnn ppbin poa w bp "a:i ik maa orayn 
:ajna i" 13"3 
"If someone made a deal with the Akum, and another Jew came and helped him and 


cheated the Akum in measure, weight or number, they share in the profit, whether he helped 
him for payment or for free." 
Cho see ha-mishpat 28.3: 
TQ oroyb nny yn* tenanyainoroy 
DN 
‘onp Oipaa ib Ty-t? tyain DYoyni "in "5" ny p "i Tyn D"I 1“ ryn’ nie" in" ny D "y JIDD 
.oroyn 
t im" pnaff6 
"If an Akum has a claim on a Jew, and there is a Jew there who can testify for the Akum 
against the Jew, without there being any witness besides him, and the Akum calls him to testify 
for him, it is forbidden in a place where it is the law of the Akum that money may be demanded 
on the testimony of a witness to testify for him; and if he has testified, he shall be 
excommunicated." 


Jore de'a 239.1 Haga: 


wm mom ot 


animn w aayaa ya"'S ima '"m oray5 au" mm ya" KSI nrayn ay a"Bm" ime" ap "5 ya "a" a'yari 


a"n 5i5'n ''n 5 mn ayia "n Sy BIS" mn BK 15'DK ap "5 nyiatyn 5B3B aaaa a "n 515'H KB'5I BUK 
mn BKI inyia "a 
:a"Sa"o 5'yS5aa nyiaca BUK mm S'KIH iaSa 


On this comment nPurt 
"{Ka:- 
aipoaa mna T' "pyB a" py paa BiiKai aaaa n "n 5i5'n"" BK p5'n KSI DJIK 


ene 


"apa nn'o "ny 
myia" 
"aaaa ntyn 5i5vi Ka'5a mm ana 


"If a Jew has stolen from an Akum and an oath is made to him in the presence of other 
Jews, and they know that he would swear falsely, they shall compel him to compare 
himselfwith the Akum and not to swear falsely, even if he were compelled to swear, because 
the name would be desecrated by his oath. But if he is compelled (to swear), and there is no 
desecration of the name in the matter, he shall declare the oath void in his heart, because he is 
compelled to swear, as is said above § 232." 

"See there (section 14 in the Haga): where capital punishment is threatened, it is called 
an oath of necessity, and no distinction is made whether there is (or is not) desecration of the 
name in it; but in the case of fines, he writes, (he may) swear (falsely) only if there is no fear of 
desecration of the name." 

Choshen ha-mishpat 388.10: 
umn5 aniai nrn pta I5'BK Bipa 5aa aaion aian5 ama ulaaa ik icua UISB aoia U'an aaK "a K5K 
aioa" aaip 5K 15 B'aaiKi ia panai nn'o5 iosy a'nn Sp |1BB 15'DK SAI uaw5 msa uaBDK KSK 'a 
KS aom IUD ryn BK aiaon 
-tnaiwrt aaipn 

"It is allowed to kill the traitor everywhere even today; yes, it is allowed to kill him even 
before he denounces, but if he only says: I will denounce this one and that one’, (so that he) 
suffers damage to his body or his money, even if it is only a little money, then he has given 
himself up to death, and one warns him and says to him: 'Do not denounce!' But if he defies 
and says: If he defies and says, 'No, I will denounce,' then it is a good work to strike him dead, 
and anyone who strikes him dead first has merit (from it)." 

Choachen ha-miachpat 388.18: 
arjy ra NIBB W TOB E'BJJC wte" ptrrtB" 'n iB’yffn nyaS nbianni nsy avpas 


"If it is stated of someone that he has betrayed a Jew or his money to an Akum three 
times, one seeks ways and means to get him out of the world." 
Cho’chen ha -misch rat 383, 16: 


ans jniBb D'a "n yyz D'TTH TOB nya' ? irjv rotenn tvm DIlpBa DB DT"®* DTOM ih'BK 


"To the expenses made to remove a traitor from the world, all the inhabitants of the 
placeobliged tocontribute,even those who pay their taxes in another place." 

(The corrections of the above Hebrew texts were read by the scholar of Oriental 
literature Dr. Erich Bischoff in Leipzig). 

The above samples, as well as those listed under notes 8, 9 and 10, paragraph 2, aretaken 


froman original translation prepared in a court report by the sworn court expert and private 
lecturer for Semitic languages at the Academy in Miinster and later professor of the Hebrew 
language Dr. Jakob Ecker The judicial opinion had been demanded in the well-known 
"Judenspiegelproze", which came to trial on December 10, 1883 before the Criminal 
Chamber of the District Court in Minster. It is remarkable that the verdict was acquittal, 
although the Jewish seminary teacher Treu was also called in as an expert witness!In 1884, Dr. 
Jakob Ecker published this expert opinion in print under the title "Der Judenspiegel im Lichte 
der Wahrheit"The Jewish Mirror in the Light of Truth"publishing house of the 
Bonifaciusdruckerei in Paderborn It can be obtained at the price of M. 1.80 through the book 
trade. The report contains more than one hundred similar passages from the Jewish religious 
law books, mainly from the Shulchan-aruch, in the original Hebrew text and in German 
translation. In the preface the reader will also find more details about the Judenspiegel trial. 

accuracy of Dr. Jakob Eckert's translation has nowbeen corroborated by a new expert 
opinionOn February 14, 1895, a trial was held before the First Criminal Chamber ofthe 
Regional Court in Breslau against the disseminator of a leaflet whichreproducednumber of 
passagesDr. Eckert's"Judenspiegel" with Hebrew and German text The court expert was the 
private lecturer Dr. Georg Beer. He testified under his oath "that he hadfound all 
theHebrewpassages in an edition of the Shulchan-aruch taken from the Breslau City Library, 
and that the German text standing next to the Hebrew textrepresentsa translation ofHebrew 
wordsentirely in keeping with the meaning, even if it is sometimes free" In answer to the 
question whether the commandment of manslaughter, which occurs several times in the 
passages cited, could be applied not only to apostate Jews but also to other people, Dr. Beer 
testified "that the commandment to kill pronounced in those sentences, as is evident from the 
whole sense of the passage, refers also to Christians." In answer to the express question of the 
prosecutor whether the Hebrew expression did not admit of a lighter translation, such as 
"worthy of death" or the like, the expert stated "that these sentences contain a quite strict 
commandment to kill." So there can be no doubt that these laws are translated correctly. 

It should be explicitly noted that in the Jewish religious books there arealso passages 
that describe usury, fraud 
They disapprove of theft and manslaughter when they are practiced on gentiles. Already 
Eisenmenger says in his writing "Das entdeckte Judentum" (K6nigsberg 1711): "It is quite 
common among the rabbis that two opposite teachings are found among them." It is therefore 
entirely at the discretion of the Jew to follow one or the other, according to his own advantage. 
If one wants to nail him down to an immoral passage, he quickly fetches another that proves 
the opposite and assuresconvinces us that the Talmud is the book of the deepest wisdom and 
morality and that the Jews are the most harmless and virtuous people in the world Theodor 
Fritsch remarks on this ("The False God"): "In truth, the Talmud is a puzzle box with a false 
bottom, in which one can make good and bad appear and disappear at will, according to need." 

On January 13, 1921, the "Zentralverein deutscher Staatsbiirger jiidischen Glaubens" 
(Central Association of German Citizens of the Jewish Faith) held a closed lecture evening in 
the Philharmonie in Berlin, to which numerous invitations, only personal, had been sent to 
elementary school teachers, academic teachers, clergymen, etc. Lic. theol. Dr. Paul Fiebig 
(Leipzig), who has gained a reputation for his work on the Mishnah and Talmud, spoke on the 
subject: "Are there Jewish secret laws?" In the subtitle it was announced that the attacks which 
Theodor Fritsch and Ihad madeJewish religious writingsto be repudiated and the baselessness 
of our assertions Neither Fritsch nor I had received an invitation. However, I hadbeen made 
aware of the lectureby friends of, they provided me with one of their tickets, and so I was 


surprisingly able tospeak in my own defense This was made very easy for me. The lecturer 
summarized his remarks in the classic words: "You see, ladies and gentlemen, here (in the 
Jewish religious laws) everything is valid and at the same time nothing is valid!So, I only had 
tothank thespeaker for his excellent Germaniclecture 
and to ask the board, of which I was an uninvited guest, to recruit Lic. theol. Dr. Fiebig as an 
itinerant speakerso that his wisdom would also benefit the other local groups of the Central 
Association, because the speaker's remarks coincided exactly with what Fritsch and I maintain 
about the Jewish religious laws 

In view of the monstrosities of certain Jewish religious rules directed against Christians 
and state lawsone usually assumes that these Jewish religious rulesno longer valid today But 
this is not so, although the Jews of course assure us of the opposite. The Shulchan-aruch (in 
German "Zugerichtete Tafel" or "Gedeckter Tisch") was written at all only around the middle 
of the 16th century! (By Rabbi Joseph Caro, the first edition appeared in Venice in 1565.) It 
consists of a methodical summary of the laws of all earlier Jewishreligious books, Talmud, 
Mishna, etc.. The purpose of this summary, according to the preface, is: "so that the law of the 
Lord may become familiar to every Jew". To the preface it is further said: "Also the small 
pupils should constantly study in it (the Shulchan-aruch) and learn by heart, so that the 
practical laws become familiar to them from early youth and they do not forget the same in old 
age." Furthermore, "that through this book the earth may be filled with the knowledge of God, 
small as well as great, students as well as wise, world-famous as well as humble scholars." 
Very significant is also the sentence of the preface: "I gave the book the title "Set Table", 
because the one who studies it will find all kinds of finely prepared and selected delicacies 
dished up in it"! 

Dr. Rahmer, rabbi in Magdeburg, writes in Pierer's Konversationslexikon, Vol. 16 
(1879): "The Shulchan-aruch is regarded by the Israelite communities as the authoritative 


It has been accepted as a guideline for religious practice. Heinrich Ellenberger in his 
"Historical Handbook" (Budapest 1883) states "that after its publication the Shulchan-aruch 
was recognized by all rabbis as the only valid code of law and was spread everywhere by the 
since then invented printing press". He further writes "the Shulchan-aruchthe only theological 
code for the Jews and our catechism forthree centuries" 

A Jewish General Synod, which met in Hungary in 1866, decided: "to declare to the 
Christians that one renounces the Shulchan-aruch; in reality, however, every Jew must follow 
the Shulchan-aruch at all times!" This resolution was signed by 94 rabbis, 182 lawyers 
(including 16 judges!), 45 doctors and 11,672 other Jews. It was printed in Lemberg in 1873 
together with the signatures under the title "Leb haibri". 

But not only the Shulchan-aruch but also the older Talmud is still binding for the Jews. 
This is already evident from the fact that everywhere where Jews live in larger numbers, 
Talmud Torah schools exist. Dr. Jakob Fromer, the former librarian of the Berlin Jewish 
community, vividly described in his book "The Essence of Judaism" how he had been 
educated in his Galician homeland entirely in the Talmudic tradition and in his early years had 
not become acquainted with any other literature than the rabbinic Talmudic. The Jews who 
come to us from Russia and Austria, who make up a considerable percentage of our Jews, are 
undoubtedly completely imbued with Talmudic spirit. But also our strictly believingGerman 
Jews are regularly instructed in the Talmud in the Talmud congregations which exist in all the 
larger German citiesThe authoritative Jewish yearbook "Archives israelites" published in Paris 
writes (1865, p. 25): "As far as the Talmud is concerned, we confess its unconditional 
superiority over the Law of Moses." In the Marburg trial of the teacher Fenner in April 1888, 
the forensic expert, the famous Kant scholar Professor 
Cohen affirmed under his oath that the Talmud is still to be regarded as the source of Jewish 
morality. In the trial against the editor of the Hannoversche Post, J. Rethwisch, which was 
heard before the Regional Court in Hanover on November 23, 1894Rabbi Dr. Gronemannwho 
had been summoned as an expert witness, affirmed: "The Talmud is the authoritative source of 
law for the Jews and is still fully valid."According to a report in Hirsch Hildesheimer's 
"Jiidische Presse" of January 31, 1913, the state rabbi Dr. Mannheimer in Oldenburg in a 
lecture called "the Talmud the lifeblood of Judaism and the home, the banner and school of 
Judaismand the training of its intellectual faculties." 

But also the modern free-thinking-atheistic Judaism, as it is embodied in the "Berliner 
Tageblatt" and the "Frankfurter Zeitung", cannot get out of its Talmudic skin, because the Jews 
have not become like they are only through the Talmud and the Shulchan-aruch, but these 
Jewish law codes are conversely a very characteristic product of the Jews, who for many 
thousands of years always were, are and will remain what they are! Race characteristics are 
ineradicable! Talmud and Shulchan-aruch would remain in full force even then in the Jewish 
blood, if they would be set aside by law. 

That the Jews keep their religious laws strictly secret is well known, and that they do it 
with good reason, according to the above samples, is very explainable.But the Talmud itself 
commands them to do so most strictly.In Sanhedrin 59 a, and Chagiga 13 a, it is taught that a 
gentile who studies the Talmud and a Jew who teaches a gentile the Talmud deserve death. In 
the Shaare theshuba it is written that a Jew who translates something from the Talmud or the 
rabbinic writings andmakes it available tothe gentiles is to be considered a traitor and secretly 
eliminated from the world! By what conceivable means of bribery and threat the Jews actually 


try to mislead translations and publications of their religious books! 

way in which those involved oftenlost their livesa rather mysteriousmanner, can be read in the 
introduction to Professor Dr. August Rohling's book "Der Talmudjude" (The Talmud Jew Also 
the repeatedly demanded translation and publication of the Jewish religious books by the state, 
the Jews have so far managed to prevent. 

By which mirror fencing the rabbis of todaytry to disguise or deny theambiguity and 
unambiguity of certain Jewish religious rules, one should read the author's pamphlet 
"Lichtstrahlen aus dem Talmud" ("Rays of Light from the Talmud"), open letters to the State 
Rabbi of Saxony-Weimar-EisenachDr. Wiesen, and public appeal to the rabbis Dr. Bruno 
Lange in Essen and Dr. Rosenack in Bremen, as well as to all rabbis in Germany (Matthes and 
Thost Publishing House, Leipzig, 5th ed. 51st to 60th thousand). 

Despite my public request to refute this writing, which contains the sharpest attacks, not 
only to individual rabbis mentioned by name but to all rabbis in Germany, a refutation has not 
taken place up to the present day, one and a half years after publication. The history ofthis 
writing hadgivenme cause to file an insult suitagainst Rabbi Dr. Wiesen, which ended with his 
conviction in the first instanceWhen Iaskedmain hearing onDecember 17, 1919 at the district 
court in Eisenachrefutethis writing of mine by hisrebuttal, he answered to the general 
amusement: "I will take care not to do so! 

The Jewish religious regulations now themselves furnish the evidence that the Jews do 
not profess a religion which is morally equal to the Christian and on an equal footing with it, 
and compatible with the welfare and security of the Christian citizen and with the laws of the 
German state. The Jews do not form a harmless religious community, but rather a religious 
community which is inimical to the Christian German state in the midst of the 


German state resident, hostile state. Jewish religion is also according to the judgment of 
outstanding minds like Kant, Schopenhauer etc. and according to the admissions of 
outstandingJews like Heinrich Heine, Moses Mendelssohn etc.no religion at allthe conceptual 
sense of the word but a purely state constitution of laws which regulates the relations of the 
members of this Jewish state among themselves and to the members of other peoples Kant 
writes in his work "Religion within the Limits of Pure Reason": "The Jewish faith is, 
according to its original institution, an epitome of merely statutory laws, on which a state 
constitution was founded; for whatever moral additions were attached to it, either at that time 
or subsequently, do not belong to Judaism as such. latter is not really a religion at all, but 
merely an association of a multitude of people who, since they belonged to a particular 
tribeformed themselves into a community under merely political laws, and therefore not into a 
churchfact that this constitution of statehas theocracy as its basis, i.e. the name of God, who is 
worshipped here merely as a secular ruler who makes no claim at all on the conscience, does 
not make it a constitution of religion." And Schopenhauer in "Parerga und Paralipomena": 
"Accordingly, it is an error if the Jews are regarded merely as a sect of religion; but if, in order 
to promote this error, Judaism is called a "Jewish denomination" by an expression borrowed 
from the Christian church, this is a fundamentally false expression, calculated to mislead, 
which should not be permitted at all. Rather, "Jewish nation" is the correct one." 


The noble Jew Moses Mendelssohn, whose authority no man can doubt, expressly confesses in 
his works "Salvation of the Jews": "Judaism is not revealed religion, but revealed legislation." 
And the less noble Jew Heinrich Heine, in his "Reisebilder," calls the Jewish religion a "so- 
called positive religion," and in his "Confessions" he writes: "The deeds of the Jews and their 
customs are completely unknown to the world. One believes to know the Jews because one has 
seen their beards, but one has observed nothing but their beards. For the rest, they are still 
now, as in the Middle Ages, a wandering mystery." 

Every German wholoveshis people and fatherland must thereforethat the unsuspecting 
German people are enlightened about these conditions! Anddemand must beraised with all 
determination to create laws whichprotectthe Christian citizens of the German state and the 
interests of the German state against the immoral, criminaland dangerous laws of the Jewish 
state, which hides behind the Jewish religious community! Again and again the demand must 
be raised that the law books of the Jewish religion from the Talmud to the Shulchan-aruch and 
all the commentaries and interpretations belonging to it be translated by the state from Hebrew 
into German without any gaps and be made accessible to the public! 

is noGerman translation of the Shulchan-aruch by impartialnon-Jewish scholars, 
although the Jews and certain Christian theologians writing on behalf of the Jews claim 
thecontraryThe translations published by the Jews themselves or by gentiles on their behalfare 
incomplete, inaccurate and misleading and therefore scientifically completely worthless The 
same is true of the German and Latin translations. 


Translations of the Talmud. We Germans have a right to know exactly the regulations of a 
religion which has been recognized by the state as having equal rights with our Christian 
religion! 

Furthermore, it must be demanded with all decisiveness and determination that the state 
law whichbrought theJewish"religion" equal rights with ours be subjected to a thorough re- 
examination, since the legislators of that time did not know and could not have known the 
regulations of the Jewish religion directed against the Christians and German state laws and 
institutions, for only in recent times has it been possible to bring them to light! 


12 (134). Cf. the evidence cited in note 11. 

"Jiidische Rundschau" of November 21, 1913, it is reported: "During a trial before the 
regional court in Lemberg, a Jewish lawyer, Dr. Alexander Klaften, representing allegedly 
aggrieved peasants against Jews accused of perjury, declared that the Jewish religion and 
Jewishsolidarity permit perjury when it is a matter of saving a Jew."the implications offact that 
in the district courts of Berlin, 11% % are Jewish judges! At District Court 3 in Berlin, out of 
16 commercial judges, eleven are Jews!(Statistics from 1906 according to Theodor Fritsch, 
Handbuch der Judenfrage, 26th ed., p. 324. The statisticsnot take into account the baptized 
Jews! Since then, the number of Jewish judges and prosecutors has increased quite 
significantly). The number of Jewish lawyers today is already enormous. According to 
officialdata of the Minister von Schénstedt, among 851 lawyers in Berlin in 1901 there were 
526 Jews! That is about 62 %!!! Among 176 notaries in the same year there were 65 Jews!!! 
That is 37 %!!! The statistics again do not take into account the baptized Jews! These 
circumstances make it understandable that our Ge-. 


The courts show a conspicuous tendency to take Jewish views into account. Jewish expert and 
chief expertin commercial, scientific, literary and moral matters is a well-known phenomenon 
in court 


13 (135). The Kolnidre prayer has the following wording: 


reyiatjn "UDI 'Diipi 
naipiba 
DVO KWM by KiiDK Htuyarwrn 


"aanrr" pnbaa na'iab irby "an anwa ar ny nt anwa pvw "b pbaaai pbaa prrap vp“ty jmy prr 
jinba pna "b wnyiaen na" ab iwnDKi nna "b po™p "bi 
: nlylaty 

"All vows, renunciations, banishments, withdrawals, mortificationsand vows under any 
name, also all oaths, so we shall have vowed, sworn, banished, and renounced upon ourselves- 
from this Day of Atonement until the Day of Atonement, which may approach for our good-we 
hereby repent of all of them; let them all be dissolved, void, unbinding, annulled, and 
destroyed, without obligation and without continuance. Let our vows be no vows; let what we 
have said be no renunciations, and what we swear to be no vows." 

(Hebrew original text and German translation are taken from Theodor Fritsch's "Der 
falsche Gott, Beweismaterial gegen Jahwe", 4th ed. 1916. The correction was read by the 
scholar of oriental literature Dr. Erich Bischoff in Leipzig). 

Kolnidre prayer has recently been set to music by Max Bruch and _ is 
occasionallysungHebrew at public concertsJews present understandably _ breakjeering 
applauseafterwards, which the Christian listeners usually join in their cluelessness 


14 (135). Cf. the general remarks under note 11. 


Karl Marx wrote in an essay "Zur Judenfrage" (On the Jewish Question) in the 
"Deutsch-franzdsischen Jahrbiicher" (German-French Yearbooks) of 1844, among other 
things, the following: "If the Jew is to be emancipated from the Christian state, he demands 
that the Christian state give up its religious prejudice. Does he, the Jew, give up his religious 
prejudice? Has he, then, a right to demand of another this abdication of religion? ... 

The Jews have emancipated themselves to the extent that Christians have become Jews. 
What in and of itself was the basis of the Jewish religion? The practical need, the egoism. 
Money is the zealous God of Israel, before whom no other God may exist." 

Professor Dr. Mandelstam was fully justifiedexclaimingat the JewishCongress in Basel, 
Aug. 28, 1898: "We Jews reject with all our energy the absorption into the other nationalities 
and hold fast our historic hopes." (According to the report in the pro-Jewish Paris newspaper 
"Le Temps" of Sept. 2, 1898.) This historical hope of which Prof. Mandelstam speaks is that 
of world domination. The Jews are right to aspire to it; but all of usnever thought ofworld 
dominationand who are content to be and remain masters in our own house, we have the right 
and the duty totake vigorous protective measures- without unfriendliness-against so dangerous 
a guest."(Houston Stewart Chamberlain, "Race and Nation" in "Deutschlands Erneuerung" 
issue 7, July 1918, Verlag J. F. Lehmann, Munich.) 

15 (135). Heinrich Heine (about him as a Jew see the works of his racial comrades 
Karpeles, Jungmann and Plotke) writes in his diary shortly after his baptism: 

"And you have crawled to the cross, To the cross you despise, Which only a few 
weeks ago you thought to tread in the dust." 


In the letter in which he informs his friend Moser of his conversion, he writes: "I want to 
become a Japanese. There is nothing they hate so much as the cross. I want to become a 
Japanese." 

To another friend Heine said: "I make no secret of my Judaism, to which I have not 
returned, since I have never left it. 

In the "Reisebilder" he writes: "But there came a people out of Egypt, and besides the 
skin diseases and the stolen gold and silver dishes they also brought a so-called positive 
religion with them ..That mummy of a people that walks the earth, wrapped in its old diapers 
of letters, a hardened piece of world history, a ghost thattradesbills of exchange and old 
pantsfor its sustenance. It is by these long noses a kind of uniform that the God-King Jehovah 
recognizes his old bodyguards, even when they have deserted." 

Professor Dr. Heinrich Graetz (with his real name Hirsch) writes in his "Geschichte der 
Juden" (Leipzig 1870) volume 11, p. 368 about Bérne and Heine: "They have both outwardly 
renounced Judaism, but only like fighters who seize the enemy's armor and flag in order to 
destroy him all the more surely. Both have expressed with a clarity that leaves nothing to be 
desired how much theycared forthe religion of the cross" 

The "Archives isrsaelites" in Paris wrote in 1864: "The seal of the Israelite is stamped on 
us by birth, and we can never lose this seal, never take it off; even the Israelite who denies his 
religion, who is baptized, does not cease to be an Israelite, and all the duties of an Israelite are 
incumbent upon him continually." 

E. M. Oettinger writes in his "Offenen Billet-Doux an den beriihmten Hepp-Hepp- 
Schreier und Judenfresser Herrn Richard Wagner", Dresden 1869 p. 5: "Vor 


Above all, the writer of these lines must say that he, a Jew by birth, became a Catholic 
Christian only in order to have the right to remain a Jew without danger. 

Moritz Scherbel tells in the "Allgemeine Zeitung des Judentums" 1898, No. 36, about a 
Jewish doctor who had been baptized and said to him: "By the way, if a schmadter (baptized) 
Jew tells you that he has schmad himself out of conviction, he is lying." 

The Protestant preacher Wallfisch declared in 1894 in a lecture "Unparteiisches tiber die 
Judenfrage" (see Deutsche Wacht, 16. 3. 1894): "I am a Jew and remain so, indeed, now that I 
have come to know the Christian faith, I have only become a true Israelite." 

The pastor Dr. Moritz Schwalb confessed in his farewell sermonMarch 1894: "He had 
always felt himself to be a true race Jew and had tried in vain to build a bridge between 
Judaism and Christianity He had to confess that at heart he had always remained a follower of 
Jewish teachings." 

Emin Pasha (his real name is Dr. Schnitzer) declared to Julius Edward Cohen 
("Allgemeine Zeitung des Judentums 1895): "That I am a Jewish renegade, you know: despite 
my conversion to Christianity and later to Islam, I have never ceased to remain faithful to my 
religion in which I was born and brought up." 

(The above passages aretaken from"Deutschvélkische Hochschulschriften," issue 3, 
"Jiidische Selbstbekenntnisse") 

16 (183). Jew Disraeli, the later English Prime Minister Lord Beaconsfield, to whom 
Englandowesitsposition of world power basedrobbery and exploitationwrote in his novel 
"Endymion" (1880, German translation by C. Boéttger, Leipzig 1881): "No one may treat the 
racial principle indifferently It 


is the key to world history; and it is only because of this that history is often so confused, 
because it was written by people who did not know the race question and the moments 
belonging to it. Language and religion do not make a race - the blood makes it!" 


17 (186). anthology "Vom Judentum" (On Judaism) published by the well-known 
Jewish publisher Kurt Wolff, Leipzig, Hans Cohn writes: "We are Jews today, Jews by 
descenthistory, determined in our thinking and feeling by the factors of blood." 

In a Zionist meeting in 1913, a Jewish student ("Im deutschen Reich" 1913, p. 211) 
declared: "I am not a Germana Jew, a national Jew, I am not a German, because I do not grasp 
their nature - there are no Jews at all who have ever deeply felt or can feel a German folk 
song!" 

At the meeting of the "Centralverein deutscher Staatsbiirgerjiidischen Glaubens" of May 
17, 1913, Dr. Arthur Briinn said (according to the report of the journal "Im deutschen Reich," 
July/August 1913): "So then I will briefly define my position on this, that we may very well be 
good German patriots, goodand not only citizens, but to a certain extent imbued with a strong 
German cultural feeling, but that we cannot have German national feeling." Further: "By 
Jewish national consciousness I understand the living consciousness of a common descent, the 
feeling of a togetherness of the Jews of all countries and the firm will of a common future." 

The Jew Stefan GroBmann, feuilleton editor of the "Vossi- schen Zeitung", gives in the 
magazine "Marz" June issue 1908, p. 496 ff. the views of the Viennese Zionist 


Students again: "We are of course Jews, that is our nation, the German ... ah, that's only 
mentioned because of the language and because of the areas in which we are responsible.The 
German about us, they say, is only the external, the Jewish is the internal. And not only the 
Jewish finches talk like that, no, recognized, serious, famous people talk like that, people who 
like to pretend to be European, especially the so-called Young Viennese poets, Mr. Richard 
Beer-Hofmann, Mr. Felix Salten, the late Theodor Herzl. Almost all the Jungwiener poets are 
Germans of Jewishnation." 

Dr. Leopold Kohn, rabbi in Vienna, said in a speech he gave in 1919 in the Jewish 
school in Pressburg: "The Jew will never be able to assimilate; he will never adopt the customs 
and traditions of other peoples. The Jew remains a Jew under all circumstances; any 
assimilation is only a purely external one!" (Eberle, Great Power of the Press). 

The Viennese "Jiidisches Volksblatt" wrote in January 1903: "We Jews, as a result of 
our race, as a result of our Oriental descent, as a result of that bottomless ethnological, 
ideational and cultural gulf which separates us from the Aryan tribe and, first and foremost, 
from Germanentume, are not in a position to make even the slightest claim to German custom 
and German usage, and, in a word, havenothing whatsoever to do withGerman people" 


18 (186). The Jewish writer Artur Landsberger writes in his novel "Millionaire" 
(Munich 1913): 

"One can neither exit nor cross over ... I have also talked with ethnologists ... I have 
talked about it at length with ethnologists. They are completely of my opinion. This pastor 
who has talked you into this is either a sheep or a swindler ... a Negro declaring that he would 
leave Negroism and become a German! Yes, if you are of the opinion that this Negro has now, 
by this leaving and crossing over ... has really become a Teuton - well, then you shall also be 
right! ... 


One can perceive it as an advantage or disadvantage that one is a Jew 

— that is merely a matter of taste, for which one is not responsible in the end. But one thing 
you certainly can't do: you can't change anything about it!And even if youletyourselfbe 
baptized anewevery Saturday! It is of no use." (Deutschvélkische Hochschulschriften, Issue 3 
"Jewish Self-Confessions.") 


19 (186). The Jewish legal philosopher and university professorDr. Eduard Gans (died 
1839 in Berlin), who was baptized in order to become a professor, openly confessed: "Baptism 
and interbreeding are of no use at all; even in the hundredth generation we remain Jews as we 
were three thousand years ago We do not lose the smell of our race, not even in tenfold 
interbreeding. And in any cohabitation with any female, our race is dominant: it becomes 
young Jews." 

In the anthology "Vom Judentum! (Kurt Wolff, Leipzig) Arnold Zweig writes: "The 
child of a Jewish mother is a Jew, no matter who the father is. 


— this Talmudic law simply expresses an existing fact that is observed daily in 
intermarriages of Jewish women." 

Houston Stewart Chamberlain states in his essay "Race and Nation" ("Deutschlands 
Erneuerung" Heft 7, July 1918, Verlag J. F. Lehmann, Munich) with reference to Darwin: 
"Cross-breeding erases the distinguishing characteristics of both parent races; what it produces 
is the actual bastard, a being whose character is lacking To this must be added the 
consideration that the less noble and the sexually stronger race always wins. Mulattos return to 
the pure Negro type after a few generations. The children produced by Jews with Europeans 
are bastards, but without exception they tend towards Judaism. Sometimes this fact remains 
little visible for one, even two generations; then suddenly, without renewed se- 


mitic admixture, the pure Jew stands before us again as if he had arrived here yesterday from 
the banks of the Jordan!" 


20 (195). The well-known Jewish writer Dr. Walther Rathenau gives in his 
"Impressions" (Leipzig 1902, published by S. Hirzel) his impressions "on Sundays in Berlin at 
noon in the TiergartenstraBe or in the evening in the anteroom of a theater" with the following 
words: "Strange vision! In the midst of German life, a separate, strange tribe of people, shiny 
and conspicuously staffed, with a hot-blooded, agile demeanor. An Asiatic horde on the sands 
of the March! ... not a living member of the people, but a foreign organism in its body." 


21 (202). The Jewess Anselma Heine writes about the Jewish writer Jacobowski in the 
"Literarisches Echo", issue 3, 1912/13, published by the Jewish publishing house Egon 
Fleischel u. Co., Berlin: "It was a vengeful delight for him to show power over women, and 
never did he mark the plebeian more derisively than when he boasted of having subjugated the 
fine women of the blond nobles with brutal force." 

The Jew Conrad Alberti-Sittenfeld writes in a note to his essay "Judaism and Anti- 
Semitism" (Society 1889) about "sexual intercourse, especially the behavior of rich Jewish 
boys toward poor girls, nurses, etc.": "This reaches an unbelievable level of cynical crudeness, 
to which I have neverseenChristian young people sink Most of them still retain a last vestige of 
shame toward women, which our stock market jobbers lack to a fraction. 

The "Israelitische Wochenschrift" of November 10, 1899 writes: "Galician Jews 
unquestionably participate to a great extent in the shameful selling and negotiating of white 
slave women. Almost every trial that has been conducted in this dark field in recent times 
proves this." 


In the illustrated monthly for all Jewry "Ost und West" (East and West), August 1913, 
the Jewess Bertha Pappenheim states in an essay on the trafficking in girls: "that with us Jews 
girls form the commodity of the world market and an immense large number of the dealers and 
traffickers, middlemen and agents are Jews and Jewesses." She adds that even the Western 
European and American Jews "do almost nothing to combat the traffic in girls." 


22 (210). The Jewish private scholar Dr. Walter Rathenau, son of the late director of 
the Allgemeine ElektrizitatsgesellschaftBerlin, wrote in the "Neue freie Presse" (Vienna) on 
December 25, 1909: "Three hundred men (Jewish big bank lords, author's note), who all know 
each other, dominate the economic life of Europe." 

The Jew Dr. Moritz Kohn wrote about the all-dominating power of Jewry according to 
the "Hammer" of June 1, 1912, No. 239, p. 281): "Without having been absorbed, the Jewish 
spirit rules where it was hardly tolerated before. Without us, no potentate in the world today 
can undertake the slightest thing, for we control the money market. No word that we do not 
want comes into the public domain, for we control the press. No thought we don't like enters 
the circle of thought of the educatedthe stage." 


23 (211). The Viennese "Jiidisches Volksblatt" wrote after the "Staatsbiirger Zeitung" 
of August 3, 1899: 

"The Jews have not yet brought blessings to any party to which they have 
unconditionally and wholeheartedly adhered....Let us promote the Social Democrats as best we 
can, but let us be careful in doing so, lest the broad masses realize that the Social Democrats 
are only a Jewish protection force, and lest there be any occasion for opponentscallparty in 
question the servants of" 

In the paper "Aus dem Sittenverfalle des Juden-. 


tums", edited by Mendelsohn (Berlin 1878), the following passages can be found according to 
Otto Glagau ("Kulturkampfer" of December 15, 1884): "The Jew is a highly ingenious 
thinking and acting character, who has spread over the universe and is gathering fortunes by 
all possible manipulations, be it directly or indirectly.... He has been able to appropriate the 
largest industrial enterprises, palaces, capitals, etc., etc., by means of precisely not always 
laudable actions, and he has succeeded in nesting himself ever more firmly and firmly among 
us. For this purpose he also appropriates literary undertakings, newspapers, etc., in order 
towinthe press for himself and his way of actingFrom all this it is certainly evident that the 
whole of civilized society is not only suffering from the pressure of Jewry, but is gradually 
losing its property, sense of justiceand social decency .. 

The Jew Conrad Alberti-Sittenfeld writes in his essay "Judentum und Antisemitismus" 
("Society 1889, p. 1718): "Harmfully, Judaism acts in political terms as an ultra-reactionary 
and ultra-radical element at the same time. For these two qualities are found in marvelously 
mixed form in Judaism. With fanatical tenacity it clings to the most rotten, senseless 
institutions and views, and at the same time with the same fanaticism it builds barricades, 
throws bombs and dynamite cartridgeswhere it can . By thus embracing two extremes, 
Judaism becomes the natural enemy and impediment of gradual organic development, which 
in all things alone is the nurse of healthy decency. No one can deny that Judaism takes an 
outstanding part in the corruption of all conditions. A characteristic ofthe Jews is the persistent 
endeavor to produce valueswithout the expenditure of labor, 1.e., since this is an impossibility: 
the swindle, the corruption, the endeavor through stock exchange maneuvers, false 


News using the press and similar methods to create artificial value." 

rabbi A. M. Levin says in his writing "Vertrauliche Mitteilungen eines Patrioten" (Berlin 
1856): "No one is so dangerous to the state and throne in its apostasy as the Jew The year 1848 
gives proof of this ... The talents which the Jew possesses as a democrat for incitement are a 
rarity in the Christianand though the Jews are fewer in number, they are nevertheless very 
dangerous to the state." 

Mommsen, whom the Jews so eagerly raise to the shield, writes in his "Roman History": 
"In the ancient world, too, Judaism was the most effective ferment of cosmopolitanism and 
national decomposition." 


24 (219). Cf. note 23. 


25 (220). Houston Stewart Chamberlain writes in his essay "Race and Nation" (cf. note 
19) about thisquestion, which was so fatalfor the German national power: "When the actual 
Judaism (in contrast to the wider Israelitism) was founded - namely after the return from the 
Babyloniancaptivity - then one sin was emphasized among all sins as the most serious, as "the 
sin against God" (Nehemiah 13, 27): "if your sons take foreign wives This law is valid today, 
as it was 2500 years ago. It is quite another to impose the foreign nations with Jewish blood; 
this has always been done with systematic thoroughness. For already the old law considers the 
marriage of the Jewish daughter with a non-Jew, though not desirable, as a lesser sin; And by 
marrying its daughters to princes and nobility, today's international Jewish plutocracy gains 
access and influence in those very authoritative places which would otherwise remain closed 
to it, without its own pure Jewish tribe being polluted by a single drop of goyim blood, or - to 
use the language of the Bible - without "the holy seed being made common with foreign 
nations" (Ezra 9:2). Of all today's 
Among the large Jewish families there is not a single one which has mixed blood in its male 
tribe. Even the few owners of large banking houseshave been baptized(forreasons unknown to 
me), such as Erlanger, Oppenheim,etc., remain purely JewishAnd so that you don't think that I 
am babbling into the blue, I ask you to take a reliable book, e.g. the Jewish Year Book, and to - 
look up the chapter about the Jewish nobility of England. You will see that to this day not a 
single male scion of these families - not even a younger son - has married outside of pure 
Jewry, and that of the daughters only a small percentage - but then with wise selection of the 
highest court circles - have had to sacrifice themselves to the holy cause in the arms of 
gentiles. Here, where the facts are clearly laid out and documentarily certain before your eyes, 
you can get to know the behavior of the entire Jewry with regard to the intermingling with us 
gentiles. Of course,there are Jewish men in bourgeois circlesmarryGentile womenbut the 
number is infinitesimal, and I have already been able to observe in several such cases with 
what a sure sense of race these Jews, who ostentatiously entered into "mixed marriages," chose 
their Christian women from families that were strongly interspersed with Jewish blood We 
Europeans pay no attention to such things; the Jew never loses sight - from the cradle to the 
grave - of the interest of his race." 

Dr. Bernhard Cohn says in the "Jiidisch-politische Zeitfragen" (Berlin 1899): "When we 
see that the affinities ofnoble houses with Jewish families, no matter how rich, are increasing, 
we must regard this, in spite of our liberal views, as the beginning of a moral decline of the 
nobility." - About the "Jewish families of Christian denomination it then goes on to say: "A 
social circle of German citizens of Jewish descent and Christian denomination is thus formed, 


as it were, and the nemesis of compelling logic makes the 

religiously assimilated regress to the real national Jew. For their attachment to the Jewish 
community, the factuality of whichaccording to what has been said, cannot be doubted, no 
longer has a religious but a real national basis." 


26 (220). In the great Jewish debate of the session of the Prussian House of 
Representatives of November 22, 1880.House of Representatives of November 22, 1880, 
RepresentativeBachemquotedfrom a Reform Jewish paper in Mainz: "German Jewryisnow 
working so vigorously, so immensely, so unchanged on the new culture and science that the 
greater part of Christianity is consciously or unconsciously guided by the spirit of modern 
Jewry." 

27 (222). It is very interesting that the justification and necessity of anti-Semitism is 
admitted by individual Jews themselves. Thus the Jewish writer Dr. Elias Jacob (-Fromer) 
writes in the "Zukunft" of June 18, 1904 about anti-Semitismto his tribesmen: "You answer 
that this condition was artificially caused by some person or current and must therefore cease 
with the disappearance of this person or current But how do you explain that this hatred - open 
or hidden - is still prevalent today almost in all countries where you are present in considerable 
numbers? And how do you explain the undeniable fact that at all times and everywhere you 
have come into contact with other peoples, this hatred has always lived under the most diverse 
names, pretexts and forms? ... Have you never noticed the similarity between the language of a 
horse mackerel, a Luther and Haman? Do you really think that all this was only artificially 
made? ... Or is the meaning of your mission fulfilled when you push yourselves against every 
new movement and destroy it by your participation and cooperation? middle of the 19th 
centuryliberalism was a _ vigorous sapling that might have borne some _ good 
fruit Y ouapproachedwithout being called 


cling to it like chains, with your need, your longing for emancipation and bourgeois equality, 
until it collapsed under your weight. And do you think that social democracy, the stock 
exchange and newspaper business will fare better under your participation?" 

In the "Zukunft" of July 23, 1904, its editor, the Jew Maximilian Harden (Isidor 
Witkowski)wrote: "Jacob's essay has aroused a howl of rage in Jewry which, despite some 
experience, I had not expected Is it permissible to speak ruthlessly about every other religion, 
every race and class, and only against Israel not to dare a critical word?That would be a 
whimsicaldemand; all the more whimsical because it seems to be made by people who daily 
clamor for tolerance." 

According to Glagau ("Kulturkampfer"February 1884),writing "Neue Epistel andie 
Hebraer" ("New Epistle to the Hebrews")by Saul(Pressburgand Leipzig 1884), the following 
can be read: "As a Jew and as a human being, I cannot be anything other than an anti-Semite.If 
anti-Semitism had not stirred, within a short time all state offices would have been occupied 
by us Jews, only we would have taken all the teaching pulpits, art and science would have 
passed completely into our hands . With what right do we force our way into the municipal 
councils, into the administration of the local institutes, into the chamber of commerce, the 
school board and the like, if we do not have the slightest feeling for the general interests of the 
place, for the fame of the same and for its future, because we pack up at the first business 
boom and move on and - take with us what we have sucked out of the place through long years 
by usury and other practices ... We Jews regard the most expensive, inalienable goods of 
mankind merely as commodities. If a more profitable business turns out, if we run the 
company "religious cooperative", we declare ourselves as a religious cooperative; if again the 
company "nation" pulls better, we are a nation. However, we also trade in foreign nationalities, 
take 


and give after the political fluctuations. IfGermanismvalid in the polyglotcountries of Hungary 
and Bohemia, we are committed Germans; if the Magyars and Czechs come back on top, we 
are quickly Magyar and Czechchauvinistsagain. Anti-Semitism represents the reawakened 
idealism." 

At a meeting of the Jewish student body in Berlin called by Zionists in July 1901, the 
student Rosenthal, among others, declared: "Anti-Semitism is in the innermost soul of the 
German people. I cannot blame it if it wants to keep itself pure." 

Student Cohn said, "It is true we have a power more to be feared than another. Look 
around you: Who is the audience in the theaters? Jews! Who runs the press? Jews! Who 
influences German art in the strongest way? Jews! Then one can truly understand that anti- 
Semitism is growing, and one must not resent it." 

Jewish writer Otto Weininger says in his well-known work "Geschlecht und Charakter" 
(Vienna and Leipzig 1903): "The fact that outstanding people were almost always anti-Semites 
(Tacitus, Pascal, Voltaire, Herder, Goethe, Kant, Jean Paul, Schopenhauer, Grillparzer, 
Wagner) is due to the fact that they, who have so much more in them than other people, also 
understand Judaism better than they do.. The genuine Jew lacks that inner nobility which 
results in dignity of the self and respect for the other self. There is no Jewish nobility; and this 
is all the more remarkable, since among the Jews inbreeding has existed for thousands of years 
.. The real Jew has no ego and therefore also no intrinsic value ... The Jew is always more 
lustful, hornier than the Aryan man ... The Jew is the born border wiper. He is the antithesis of 
the aristocrat ... The Jew is a born communist." 

The "Kreuzzeitung" published in No. 429 of September 12, 1912, a letter from the 
Jewish side, as follows. 


The measure of self-criticism on the Jewish side has always been quite moderate, criticism 
from the other side is also very unpopular, and one simply helps oneself by calling the other an 
anti-Semite, but oneself a martyr. If one hadusedonly a small fraction of the temperament's 
own housewhich onecontinuously sends on the warpath against state, crown, and institutions in 
the Jewish press, then the unbelievable suffrage within the Jewish communities - in truth the 
most miserable in the world - would have fallen long ago, then one would make the preacher 
Kohn the center of a campaign, not Jatho and Traub, then one would not take a judgment on 
the Christian churches with a disgusting low of taste 

The position one has attained in the legal profession, in the press, in finance, in the 
theater does not give one the right to behave as if one represented all alone and against 
innumerable enemies what one likes to call freedom and justice. One can and must demand 
that everyone who owes his education to a culture which neither he nor his fathers helped to 
build, behave loyally, or else take upon himself the very sharp opposition about which he 
continually complains." 

A very relevant counterpart to this outspoken Jewishconfession is the no less outspoken 
one by the Jewish writer Klétzel He writes in issue 2 of the magazine "Janus" (Munich) 
1912/13: "Nobody can shake the fact that a strong Judaism is a danger for everything non- 
Jewish. All attempts of certain Jewish circles to prove the contrary must be called as cowardly 
as strange. But it must seem even stranger when gentiles in all seriousness demand of us Jews 
to renounce the exercise of our natural hatred, when they demand restraint, modesty, humility 
from us." (Deutschsoziale Blatter, No. 89, November 6, 1912.) 


28 (222). On the participation of Jews in the individual professions, see Theodor 
Fritsch "Handbuch der Judenfrage" (26th ed., Leipzig, Hammerverlag) pp. 323-396. 


29 (222). In 1892 there were already 175 Jews among 1377 university professors = 12 
%, among 597 private lecturersalready 120 Jews = 20 %! In 1905, according to the university 
calendar, there were 268 Jewish professors and 201 private lecturers, together 469 Jews among 
3140 university teachers = 15%. This only partially includes the baptized Jews andnot 
includeJewish teaching staff of the commercial and other universities! Taking into account the 
baptism, the number of Jewish university teachers in individual faculties already increases up 
to 60 %! 

No less disastrous is the ratio of Jewish students to German students. According to the 
"Statistische Korrespondenz" (Statistical Correspondence), in the last few years (1907) in the 
German Reich, out of 10,000 young Protestants 25 attended the university, out of 10,000 
Catholics only 13, but out of 10,000 Jews no less than 160! The Jews thus exceed the average 
by a factor of eight! 

The overcrowding of our Gymnasien and Realschulen with Jewish children is downright 
frightening. In 1887 the Gymnasiums of Berlin had 11,418 pupils, among them 2346 Jewish = 
20%, while the Jewish population of Berlin was only 5%. French Gymnasium in Berlin 
wasattended by 42% Jewssame year! In 1904, at the Wilhelmsgymnasium in Berlin, among 
487 students, there were 250 Jews = 51.54%! At the Sophiengymnasium among 568 pupils 
there were 249 Jews = 43.84 %! The French Gymnasium had 102 Jews among 217 pupils = 
47.1 %! Of the public higher girls' schools, the Sophienschule had among 679 pupils 298 Jews 
= 44 %, the Charlottenschule of 710 pupils even 351 = 49 %!!! One has to admire the 
harmlessness of German parents who send their children to such schools! There is no doubt 
that at such educational institutions the 


The fact that a Jew sets the tone and determines the overall spirit of the institution through his 
loudness, lack of shame and sexual precociousness! German sense and German morals cannot 
possibly be at home in such schools! 

more details, see Theodor Fritsch's "Handbuch der Judenfrage," from which the above 
information is taken 


30 (222). In the March 1912 issue of Kunstwart (F. Avenarius, Munich), the Jewish 
writer Moritz Goldstein wrote under the heading "German-Jewish Parnassus": "Jews are 
suddenly standing at all posts from which they are not forcibly kept away; ... More and more it 
seems as if German cultural life should pass into Jewish hands ... We Jews administer the 
spiritual possessions of a people who deny us the right and the tenacity to do so .... No one 
seriously doubts the power that the Jews possess in the press. Criticism in particular, at least in 
the capitals and their influential newspapers, is about to become a Jewish monopoly. Equally 
well known is the predominance of the Jewish element in the theater; almost all the Berlin 
theater directors are Jews, a large part, perhaps the largest part, of the actors as well, and the 
fact that without Jewish audiences a theater and concert life in Germany would be as good as 
impossible is repeatedly praised or lamented. A quite new phenomenon isGerman literary 
studiesalsoseem to be on the point of passing into Jewish hands, and it is comical or tragic, 
depending on one's point of view, to survey the members of the "Germanic" seminaries of our 
universities (I myself have been one of them.) How many Jews there are at last among the 
"German poets," many a guardian of German art knows to his wrath ... We no longer preach a 
"Mosaic denomination," but believe in a Jewish people with innate, indelible characteristics." 


What becomes of the German literature science in the Jewish hands, Houston Stewart 
Chamberlain shows in his "Goethe" (publishing house F. Bruckmann A.-G., Munich) at a 
relevantexample Following Goethe's remark, "It only takes a beggar Jew to mock a God on the 
cross," Chamberlain states on p. 689 the following: "Incidentally, this very sentence has met 
with an instructive fate; for Goethe's two grandsons, following the current of time, had 
believed they could do no better thanentrustcorrespondence between their grandfatherand 
Knebel, in which it occurs, to the Jewish scholar Guhrauer for publication. Guhrauer, who in 
his preface allows himself the usual Hebrew impertinences about Goethe's reliable friends of 
many years, Riemer and Chancellor von Miiller, and who assures us - which we do not doubt - 
that he has the "Urschriften" before his eyes, simply deletes the entire paragraph containing 
that important saying! He also deletes in Knebel's previous letter the name of the Jew who was 
spoken of! But that does not end this case; for when the Weimar edition now came to the letter 
to Knebel of January 12came to the letter to Knebel of January 12, 1814, it found 
itincompatiblewith its principlesfollow the example of Professor Guhrauer, who had 
penetrated our Christian culture so much against Goethe's will; it restored the text intact - as 
everywhere, so no doubt, also here - and thus uncovered the forgery; but it, which in its 
admirable "apparatus" at the end of each volume, with the most scrupulous precision, has 
made every slightest deviation from earlier texts (soJanuary 12, 1814, in the case of the letters 
to Knebel of January 12, 1814 In her admirable "apparatus" at the end of each volume, she 
books with the most scrupulous accuracy every slightest deviation from earlier texts (e.g., in 
the letters to Schiller and Zelter), conceals here the gap in Guhrauer's edition and makes the 
false claim due to her concealment: "Printed: Briefwechsel 2, 125." 

Chamberlain points out in a remark another literary forgery of Guhrauer and remarks: 


We 


mn 


this case, however, the Weimar edition calls attention to Guhrauer's omission, which it does 
not do where Jews are concerned!" Then he continues: 

"This episode fits outwardly little into the text of my book, but shall serve as an example 
of what surrounds us now and falsifies our culture in the small and in the large, until one day 
the real German - in thinking, feeling, creating, being - like the Sumero-Akkadian in ancient 
Babylon, smothered, shattered, buried under the mountain-high desert sand of Syro-Semitic 
cluelessness and aridity of heart and poverty of spiritwill serveonly as an archaeological 
curiosity for mixed-race scholars for complicatedexcavations and _ reconstruction 
attemptsGoethe, as humane, as broad-minded as he was, as ready as he was to praise the skill 
of individual Jews, and especially as effusive in his appreciation of the books (the biblical 
onesauthor)- which, though not written by them, were transmitted to us through them -judged 
in this, as in other things, with unflinchingobjectivity." 

One should not miss to read also the preceding and following pages in Chamberlain's 
"Goethe" about this chapter! (D. Author.) 

The Jewish novelist Conrad Alberti-Sittenfeld writes in his essay "Judaism and Anti- 
Semitism" ("Society" 1889): "Unfortunately, it cannot be denied that modern art, especially 
the theater, has been corrupted only by Jewsgeneral, for the Jews art is only an object to 
practice their wit on, and the common danger of this quality consists in the fact that 
theyimposethis insipid witon the worldgreatest audacityas genuine criticism." 

The Jewish writer Dr. Elias Jacob (-Fromer) writes in the "Zukunft" of October 28, 
1911, in his essay "The Jews in the Economy": "The ability to bring forth a great idea and to 
develop it systematically has never been possessed by the Jews (considered as a whole). 


This becomes clear when one looks at the focus of their intellectual activity, their literature. 
There is no book to be found in which a new, presuppositionless idea is worked out according 
to a fixed disposition. Everything is commentary." 

On the Judaization of the German theater, see also the author's writings "Weltkrieg und 
Schaubthne" (Munich, J. F. Lehmann, 1916) and "Mein Ausschluss aus dem 
VerbandeBihnenschriftsteller" (Munich, J. F. Lehmann, 1917) 


31 (252). Friedrich Hebbel reports thefollowinghis letter to Adolph Schéll in Weimar 
of April 12, 1863, in which he gives the "emotional Jew" Berthold Auerbach the proper 
treatment: "By the way, the apple does not fall far from the tree in the Auerbach family; 
Auerbach junior, a boy of 10 years,licked the feet ofentire KrauseInstitute in Dresden for a 
reward of one penny per head and earned a pittance of 7 Rth. 15 Sgr. by doing so Let Dr. 
Adolf Stern, who is now studying in Jena, tell you this story in more detail; he was a teacher at 
the institute and stood by." (!) 

32 (252). This case occurred in the nineties at a Reichsland grammar school. I also 
experienced the story of the Marmel lottery described on page 230 myself as a Quintaner on a 
Jewish classmate whose name I can mention. 

33 (259). Jew Conrad Alberti-Sittenfeld writes in his repeatedly mentioned essay 
"Judentum und Antisemitismus" ("Society" 1889): "One of the most dangerous, specifically 
Jewish characteristics is the brutal, downright barbaricintolerance . A worse tyranny can never 
be practiced than is practiced by the Jewish clique ... Whoever dares toopposeJewish, the latter 
inevitably tries to trample him down with brute brut And there is still a great difference 
between the intolerance of the Teuton and the Jew. The latter fights the 


The Jew, however, seeks to destroy his opponent in the open, honest fight; he calls against the 
spirit above all again the spirit into the fray. The Jew, however, tries to destroy his opponent in 
the spiritual field mostly by depriving him of the material ground, by undermining his civil 
existence, or by concealing the existence and the aspirations of his opponent from the world as 
much as possible, by trying to lie to it, by simply denying the other-minded person. The basest 
of all forms of struggle, silenceis specifically JewishAs an opponent in the social struggle, the 
Jew prefers to use the lowest means, because he knows that the GermanicChristian would 
rather give up the struggle than follow him into the realm of meanness." 


34 (275). When Goethe learned at that time of the law permitting marriage between 
Christians and Jews, he was quite beside himself. The chancellor F. v. Miiller reported about it 
on September 23, 1823: "I had hardly entered Goethe's room around 6 o'clock, first to 
announce Professor Umbreit for tomorrow, when the old gentlemanpoured outhis passionate 
anger about our new Jewish law, whichpermitsmarriage between both religious 
relativesForeseeing the worst and most glaring consequences of this, he asserted that if the 
General Superintendenthad character, he should rather resign his position than marry a Jewess 
in church in the name of the Holy Trinity All moral feelings in the families, which rested on 
the religious ones, would be undermined by such a scandalous law; moreover, he only wanted 
to see how it would be prevented that a Jewess would one day become the head of the court. 
Foreign countries would have to believe in bribery in order to find the adoption of this law 
understandable; who knows whether the almighty Rotschild was not behind it." (Biedermann, 
Goethe's Conversations Vol. 3.) 


35 (276). In his monumental work "Goethe" (Verlag F. Bruckmann A.-G., Munich), 
Houston Stewart Chamberlain writes on p. 688 and ff.: "This 


The affirmation of Christianity (by Goethe) now includes a negation of the un-Christian or 
even anti-Christian, which is to be emphasized with all clarity and energy. In the same place 
where we read the words: "We hold fast to this religion (the Christian one)," there is a 
momentous sentence which I would like to see brought under the eyes of every single German 
in the whole world: "In this sense" - namely in the education of all children to Christianity - 
"we do not tolerate a Jew among us; for how should we grant him the share in the highest 
culture, whose origin and origin he denies?" These words first prove how inseparably culture 
and religion belong together for Goethe. An unreligious culture is for him a nonsense, a 
contradictio in adjecto; such a culture does not deserve the name culture.Moreover, he 
concludes from this - "perhaps pedantically but nevertheless logically", as he himself says - 
that a culture, since it rests on a religion, should not grant any share in its life to those people 
who reject this religion and historically belong to a completely different one Religion must and 
will always be the soul of a culture; either it is the one religion or it is the other; if we deliver 
our Christian culture to the enemies of Christianity, we ourselves lay the axe to our culture. 
Goethe has at this point first of all the teachers in mind: no teacher at any level may be a Jew 
But he goes further and even forbids the Jews any "share" in our culture. Even his League of 
Emigrants "beware of them," since they "know how to outwit those who are at rest and to 
transgress those who are fellow emigrants." So we must not onlytolerateno Jewish professor at 
our universitiesbut no Jewish artist, poet, naturalist, politician, officer, judge, civil servant, 
man of letters, journalist, according to Goethe's conviction, among us; may the Jews work on 
their own culture; that would be fruitful; on un- 


We should not "grant them a share"our culture, whichdeservespredicate of a"highest" because 
of its religious soul The number does not do it; not a single one must be granted entrance into 
our sanctuary. "It requires only a beggar Jew to mock a God on the cross," Goethe remarks." 

Bismarck said in the united Diet in 1847: "I am not an enemy of the Jews, and if they 
should be my enemies, I forgive them. I even love them under certain circumstances. I also 
grant them all rights, except that of holding a magisterial office in a Christian state. realization 
oftheChristiandoctrine is the purpose of the state; but that we should come closer to this 
purpose with the help of the Jews than we have done so far, I cannot believe .If I think of a 
Jew as a representative of the sanctified majesty of the King, whom I should obeyI must 
confess that I would feel deeply depressed and bowed, that the joyfulness and the upright 
sense of honor with which I now endeavor to fulfill my duty to the State would leave me . It 
seems to me a strong conclusion that because someone cannot become a civil servant, he must 
become a usurer!" 


36 (276). Houston Stewart Chamberlain writes in his essay "Race and Nation" in the 
July 1918 issue of the monthly magazine "Deutschlands Erneuerung" (published by J. F. 
Lehmann Munich): 

"Only since the year 1723, i.e. more than half a millenniumafter the foundation of the 
English Empire and only after a consolidation of land ownership, which was permanent in the 
main,English people allow the Jews Who knows whether the England of today - the world 
power - would ever have come into being under different conditions? I do not believe it. For in 
the early Middle Ages the Jews were very numerous in England; and if you read the famous 
national economist Cunningham'swork The growth of 


English industry and commerce during the early and middle ages (third edition, 1896, p. 199 
ff.), you will see that these Jews, to whom every trade and craft was open until the year 1290, 
and against whom no prejudice yet prevailed, engaged exclusively in money usury and other 
impuretransactions. The many attempts of the government to induce the Jews to take up decent 
trades failed. (p. 203.) And so Cunningham compares the Jewish colony of that time with "a 
sponge that absorbed the entire fortune of the nascent nation". Exactly the same happened to 
the French nobility at that time; almost all their property waspledged to the Jews in the 13th 
century (see Andre Reville: Les Paysans au moyen age 1896, p. 3).Now, what did these 
landsvaluebefore the totaldenationalization even in these first beginnings of their state 
existence? Only the clause which excluded the Jew from land ownership. Without this rule, the 
entire land of England and France - apart from the state domains - would have been Jewish 
property from the 13th century on, and the families that have made English history since then 
would have had to eke out an existence as servants of the usurers! But that one measure was 
not enough to stop the corrosive influence of the large Jewish colony in England, and so the 
English, who had always been practical, decided on a more thorough approach: they removed 
all Jews from the countryFrom the year 1290 to the year 1657 there was no Jew in England - 
that is, during the entire consolidation of the nation, from the great first Edward (the first true 
national king and founder of Parliament proper) until after the death of the great line of 
rulersbeginningwith Henry VII, culminating in Elizabeth, and ending with Cromwell and his 
far-sighted overseas policy This fact has now remained of lasting influence to the present day. 
For while at the time of the expulsion there were 16,000 Jews in England (see Green: History 
of the English People, Book 3, Ch. 4), which according to the most reliable estimates of the - 
population figures at that time constituted at least 1, but probably about 2 % of the population, 
there are in today's England (according to the Jewish Year Book for the year 1898) not quite % 
Jews.In the meantime, the English people had become stronger in every directionand so the 
Jew could never again gain a foothold to the same extent as before, even though all doors and 
gates were open to him 

One does not need to be a blind Jew-hater to recognize from several thousand years of 
history that the Jew has everywhere and always been a disintegrating element. His good and 
his bad qualities both work to destroy what he touches or to appropriate it to the disadvantage 
of the other. Jews possess many qualities worthy of respect; but this must be admitted by every 
discerning and knowing man: they are devoid of all political instinct, of all tact That is why 
that great, wise man who was friendly to the Jews from his youth - Goethe - was allowed to 
assert: "Tolerance of the Jews threatens the bourgeois constitution" (Dichtung und Wahrheit, 
13th book). Their whole character urges the Jews to grasp with passion the present and only 
the present; politics, on the other hand, is the understanding of the future. And while politics is 
always occupied with reducing the friction between what is and what will be, carefully 
preventing that today should be impoverished and bleed to death by the higher demands of 
tomorrow, and at the same time that the inheritance of future generationsconsumedby the 
presentthe Jew has no understanding for either of these tasks. Even the "noble Jew" is therefore 
of no use to a young, nascent nation; even he can only harm it ... 

Shall I still draw the conclusions from what has been said? No, shall I? It is not 
necessary. Down with all persecutions of the Jews! Down with all absurd, medieval 
superstitions! Down with all social contempt and personal hatred! Grant the Jews the same 
inviolable protection as you grant to all strangers; 


grant them, moreover, as old inmates of the country, more extensiveprivileges; allow them 
(since youcanno longer prevent it) to compete commercially and industrially to 


— but watch them closely in the process! But do not grant them any political right and no 
right to real estate And see to it that the Jews do not become the masters of public opinion 
through the newspapers, and not the masters of minds and hearts through the domination of the 
book market and the school. The former Berlin representative of the "Times 


— a Jew - published a book about Germany a few years ago in which he triumphantly 
reports: "There is nolongerGerman literature, but only a Jewish literature in the German 
language" Protective laws would be desirable here, but even more important is the active 
defense against Jewish influence through the conscious recognition of its common 
dangerousness.Not as if I wanted to suspect the motives of the Jew, I do not do so in the 
spiritual as well as in the commercial field; the Jew has the right to be the way he is; the 
tenacity with which he holds on to his peculiarity is admirable and worthy of imitation; but for 
our spirit and for our mind his spiritual influence is a corrosive poison 

Jewish weekly "Volk und Land" (Weltverlag, Berlin W. 35, KurfiirstenstraBe 150) 
publishes in its 2nd issue of January 9, 1919, an essay by John Fraser, "The American Jews 
and Their Professional Life," whichunrollsvivid picture of the tremendousposition of power 
that Jewry already occupies in America It states: 

"American Jews provide the mass of the population not only with clothing but also with 
housingThe "Property Yearbook" contains a complete list of all property owners in New York 
This book is a continuous index of Jewish names. The Smith, Robinson, O'Brien and Murphy 
are represented only sporadically, but the names of Cohn,Levy, Kahn and Rosenthal fill whole 
series of pages. 


... A considerable number of these present millionaire Jewish landowners were peddlers 
only a few years ago. ... There is no doubt that in a few years the Jews will own by far the 
greater part of Manhattan Island, the most expensive piece of land in the whole world. 

In New York, half of the students at Columbia Universityand three-quarters at the 
University of New YorkareJewish These young people are already flooding the civil 
authorities and crowding out their American and Irish competitors. 

The medical and laboratory professions, in which New York employs an entire army, fill 
them almost entirely. In engineeringtoothey form a great majorityIn the lower judiciarythey 
hold most of the positions which the whole city has to give . 

The large department stores as we know them today owe their origin to Jewish minds; 
the names Straus, Altman, Blomendale, Siegel, Grenhut tell of the department stores of the 
large cities, the majority of which developed only in the last generation from the smallest 
beginnings. 

Jews also dominate the whiskey and spirits businessin the United States Eighty percent 
of the organized dealers in this industry are Jews. Jews also account for 60 percent of the 
distillery and engros trade here. 

In the intermediate trade, they have control of California's wine production. 

It is similar with the tobacco industry.Jews visit the tobacco-growingstates, buy up 
almost the entire quantum of leaf tobacco, so that the big tobacco companies have to buy the 
raw product from them . 

The American railroad system between the Mississippi River and the coast of the Pacific 
Ocean, and south from the Missouri to the Mexican border, is now largely in Jewish 


hands, with the company Kuhn, Loeb u. Co. playing the largest role ... 

The places of amusement of the Ver. States are also almost exclusively in Jewish hands; 
at least 90 per cent of the opera houses, theaters, cinematographs, etc., are operated by Jews; 
they devote themselves to this business not as actors who have advanced to theater directors, 
but because they see great opportunities for earning money in it. There are half a dozen large 
theater companies whose owners are all millionaires. One of these companies, Schubert, has 
nearly 20 theaters in New York and is involved in at least 80 others. The great majority of 
Jews in the American theater business have only pecuniary interest and make no pretense of 
promoting the art." 

The Jews are about to take over the world! It is the highest time that the cultural peoples 
of the whole earth finally open their eyes for this fact! 

The Jewish question is for us Germans the question of all questions, for its solution is 
the precondition of German renewal and new German ascent! But as long as German feeling, 
thinking and will are inhibited and held down by the Jewishthere can be no thought of German 
rebirth! And certainly not under the sign of the Republic! If this form of government is to be a 
blessing to the German fatherland, then ways and means must be foundbreak thedomination of 
Jewryin Germany! For the recovery of the German people, artificially made ill and 
impoverished by the Jews, nothing more is necessary than that the German in Germany should 
again become his own master and independent of the Jew! We demand for ourselves only the 
right of self-determination within our frontier stakes! What would the Jews say if Germans 
interfered in the affairs of the Jewish communities or even claimed leadership in them? Or if a 
German had the ambitionbecome prime minister in the new Jewish state of Palestine? And our 
right to self-determination 
We shallenforceagainst the Jew by force, but by a referendumlegislative way! That is the 
solution of the Jewish question which we strive for! And for this nothing more is necessary 
than enlightenment about the nature of Jewry and its disastrous influence on our entire 
economic and cultural life, and the uniting of the enlightened into a firm organization! 
Enlightenment, enlightenment, untiring enlightenment in word and writing, from man to man, 
from woman to woman, from house to house, that is the only thing necessary to save us from 
enslavement and impoverishment by Judaism! Everything else comes by itself in a legal way 
through the will of the people. 

Whoever wants to contribute to breaking the predominant power of Jewry in Germany 
and thus to lead our unhappy fatherland towards recovery and resurrection from misery and 
night, shame and disgrace, should join one of the associations which make it their task to fight 
against the predominance of Jewry in word and writing by legal means. The two most 
important are: The "DeutschvélkischerSchutz- und Trutzbund" Hamburg 1, PostschlieBSfach 38 
(entrance fee M. 3.-, annual membership fee M. 12.-), the "Deutschbund", Gotha The 
membership lists are not published. 

The aforementioned associations represent the following demands: 

1 .a German law against Jewish immigration. 

2.creation of a right of alienation for the Jews. 


3. To promote all efforts to establish a home for the Jews in their homeland, Palestine. 
4. Combating the baleful Jewish influence on our spiritual, moral and economic life. 


5. Translation of the Jewish religious scriptures and examination of their content by the 
state. 

6. To promote all efforts to raise the racial, mental and economic health of the German 
people. 


Scripture Studies 
for the Introduction to the Jewish Question. 


Whoever is interested in gaining insight into the racial question, especially into the fatal 
contrast between German and Jewish nature - and this duty is incumbent on every German 
who loves his fatherland - should read above all Chamberlain's "Fundamentals of the 19th 
Century" (a new popularedition ofthis classic work, the 12th edition, 110th thousand, has been 
published by F. Bruckmann, Munich Price b. M. 30.-.) 

Next to this book I recommend Gobineau's "Versuch tiber die Ungleichheit der 
Menschenrassen" in the excellent German translation by Ludwig Schemann (Fr. Frommanns 
Verlag, Stuttgart, 3rd edition, 4 volumes.) This work, published in the fifties of the last 
century, was the first to deal with the question of race as a question of national destiny. In 
someindividual scientific questions it has been overtaken by the latest researchbut the basic 
doctrine, carried out with incomparable geniuscultures of all peoples and times are of Aryan 
(Indo-Germanic) origin, and that the Germanic race is the noblest and leading cultural race of 
the world and the actual culture-generating element also of the non-German cultural peoples of 
the present day, will beand remainthe irrefutable result of racial scientificGobineau's work 
ends in the gloomy prophecy that the racial decline and thus the downfall of the 
Germanicunstoppableas a result of the already too far advanced Semitization of the European 
peoples This view, however, is not shared by the scientific anthropology of the present day. 
We have it quite in our hands, through purposeful racial hygiene, especially through protection 
against 


The aim is to keep our German people at the very respectable level of their present racial 
power and thus to guarantee them a still quite undreamed-of future. 

Ludwig Moltmann has given a political theory based on racial science in his 
fundamental work "Political Anthropology". (Publisher Eugen Diederichs, Jena. Price bound 
M. 8.30.) Here for the first time a race-scientificsystem of practical politics is set 
updevelopment of family rights, the social history of the estates and professions, the political 
development of the peoples, the origin and development ofpolitical parties and theories are 
explained with the strictest scientific racial reasoningNo statesman or politician should fail to 
study this thorough work 

The "Politisch-anthropologische Monatsschrift fiir praktische Politik, fiir politische 
Bildung und Erziehung auf biologischer Grundlage," founded by Ludwig Woltmann and 
edited by Dr. Schmidt-Gibichenfels (21st volume, Politische anthropologischer Verlag, 
Hamburg 1, Ferdinand-Str. 5) continues Woltmann's work 

The following writings acquaint the reader with the essence of the "Jewish religion": 

"Der Talmudjude" by Professor Dr. August Rohling, new editionby Carl Paasch (21st- 
25th thousand, Deutschvélkische Verlagsanstalt, Hamburg, price M. 3.-) 

"Der Judenspiegel im Lichte der Wahrheit, eine wissenschaftliche Untersuchung" by 
Privatdozent Dr. Jakob Ecker (Verlag der Bonifaciusdruckerei, Paderborn, price M. 1.80)This 
strictly scientific work contains over two hundred passages from the Jewish religious rules in 
the original Hebrew text and in German translation 

"Glimpses of Talmudic Judaism, according to the research of Dr. Konrad Martin, Bishop 
of 


Paderborn, revealed to the Christian people." (Verlag der Bonifacius- druckerei, Paderborn, 
price 60 Pfennig.) "In the booklet various teachings of the Talmud are illuminated and their 
dangerousness and harmfulness for social life are shown." 

"Immorality in the Talmud" by Alfred Rosenberg (Deutscher Volksverlag, Munich. 
Price M. 3.-), offers his excellent methodicalsurvey of the teachings of the Talmud which are 
incompatible with our German, Christian sensibilities and thinking 

"Biblical Anti-Semitism" by Pastor Karl Gererke (Deutscher Volksverlag, Munich. Price 
M. 5.50), reflects the world-historicalguilt of the Jewish people in the anti-Semitic Jonah book 
of the Old Testament 

Baldur und Bibel" with 36 illustrations by Fr. Déllinger (Verlag Lorenz Spindler, 
Niirnberg. Preis M. 14.-), brings new revelationsabout the Bible and the pre-Jewish, Aryan 
culture of biblicalCanaan (Cf. note 4, p. 289). 

The truth-inconsistent historical tradition, scruppellosen shifts and falsifications, and the 
necessity to examineold testament beliefs handed down to usand to allow from the ground up 
anew, reveals the sensationalwork of the professor Dr. Friedrich Delitzsch "Die groke 
Tauschung" (Deutsche Verlagsanstalt, Stuttgart and Berlin 1920. Price M. 9.60) 

With what ingenious means the Jews still continue their biblical falsification and 
concealment tactics can be seen in the book "Der grofe Volks- und Weltbetrug durch die 
internationale Vereinigung ,Ernster Bibelforscher '" by August Fetz (Deutschvélkische 
Verlagsanstalt, Arthur Gotting, Hamburg. Price M. 3.-). 

On the clouding of the original teachings of Christ by the Jewish spirit of the Old 
Testament and the Jewish distortion and clericalization of the Christian Church brought about 
by it, and on the necessity and the possibility of 


The reader is enlightened by the classic work "Der deutsche Heiland" (The German Savior), a 
new edition of the "Anticlericus" by Friedrich Andersen, main pastor in Schleswig. (Munich, 
Deutscher Volksverlag, Dr. Ernst Boepple, 1921, price M. 15.-.) In this book is also the proof 
that Jesus is not the finisher but the destroyer of the Old Testament. The completion of the Old 
Testament is not the New Testament, but the Talmud. doctrine of the Savior as divine 
revelationand the Christian religion as the only heroic world religion, is put in the brightest 
light by AndersenCatholics, Protestants and other Christians will read the book for their 
deepest edification, because it does not depend on one or the other confession, but solely on 
the fact that we are Christians, deeply penetrated by the divinity of the Savior and his teaching, 
as it is expressed dogma-free in the Gospels, but especially pure in the Gospel of John. 

Theodor Fritsch's "Beweismaterial gegen Jahwe" (Hammerverlag, Leipzig, K6nigstrabe 
17, 7th ed. geh. M. 6.60, geb. M. 8.-) and Roderich-Stoltheim's concise book "Das R4tsel des 
juidischenErfolgs"60, geb. M. 8offer a quick but deep insight into the core of(Hammerverlag, 
Leipzig, geh. M. 7.50, geb. M. 9. -.) A wealth of historical, sociological, literaryand statistical 
material on all questions connected with the Jewish problem is given in the excellent 
"Handbuch der Judenfrage" by Theodor Fritsch (Sleipner-Verlag, Hamburg 36, Neue ABC- 
Strasse 8), 28th edition, 48th-67th thousand, price M. 10 


Extraordinarily instructive is Hammer-Schrift No. 19, "JiidischeSelbstbekenntnisse," 
compiled by Ernst Kampfer (price M. 1.40), and the first issue of the Deutschvélkische 
Hochschulschriften "Judentum und deutsche Literatur" by Adolf Bartels (Kom- 


missionsverlag Volkstiimliche Biicherei, Berlin N. 4, price M. -.50). 

An excellent history of literature written from the point of view of the racial question is: 
"Die deutsche Dichtung der Gegenwart" by Adolf Bartels. (Leipzig, Verlag H. Hassel, 9th 
ed.). 

following journals, which are consciously German in_ character,provide 
informationabout the destruction ofGerman sensibilities, thinking and aspirations in the fields 
of literature and the theater, art and politics, whichcarried out unceasingly by the All-Jews 

"Der Tirmer", publisher: J. E. Freiherr von Grotthu® (Verlag Greiner u. Pfeiffer, 
Stuttgart), quarterly (6 issues) M. 5.-. 

Deutschlands Erneuerung, Monatsschrift fiir das deutsche Volk, edited by Geh. Hofrat 
G. v. Below, H. St. ChamberlainH. ClaB, Professor R. Geyer-Wien, Geheimrat M. v. Gruber, 
Geheimrat Professor Dr. Dietr. Schafer, Dr. G. W. Schiele, Reg.- President v. Schwerin, 
Geheimrat R. Seeberg Editor Dr. Erich Kiihn. (Published by J. F. Lehmann, Munich.) 
Quarterly M. 5. Single issue M. 1.80. 

weekly magazine "Deutschvélkische Blatter" (36th volumequarterly M. 4.20, Hamburg 
1, Ferdinandstrasse 5) and the "Hammer", a non-partisan journal for national lifekeep theall 
politicalsocial and literary questionsconnected with the Jewish problem (21st volume. Monthly 
2 numbers, quarterly M. 6.-. Editor Theodor Fritsch, Publisher and Editor's Office Leipzig, 
KO6nigstrasse 17. Sample volumes consisting of 3 issues will be sent free of charge against 
payment of M. 1). In addition, "Auf Vorposten," a monthly journal of the "Verband gegen 
Uberhebung des Judentums," published by Miiller von Hausen, provides information about 
this area. (Quarterly M. 1.50. Publisher: Auf Vorposten, Charlottenburg 4.) 


nature of the all-Jewish press is aptly portrayed in the work of August Eigenbrod: 
"Berliner Tageblatt und FrankfurterZeitung in ihrem Verhalten zu den nationalen Fragen 1887- 
1914" (Verlag A. Albrecht, Berlin-Schéneberg) Price M. 2.-Hammerschrift No. 28 "Der 
juidische Zeitungspolyp" (The Jewish Newspaper Polyp) by Theodor Fritsch the Younger 
(Leipzig, Hammerverlag, Ko6nigstr. 17. Price M. 2.-), provides an - admittedly still very 
incomplete - directory of the Jewishand Jewish-influenced newspapers and magazines in 
Germany 

An indispensable reference work is the "Semi-Kirschner", Literary Encyclopedia of 
Writers, Poets, Bankers, Moneymen, Doctors, Actors, Artists, Musicians, Officers, Lawyers, 
Revolutionaries, Suffragettes, Social Democrats, etc. Jewishrace and Versippung, who were 
active or known in Germany from 1813-1913, with the cooperation of vélkisch associations, 
scholars, artists, clergymen, politicians, lawyers, agrarians, craftsmen, industrialists, 
merchants, of men and women of Germany and abroad, edited by Philipp Stauff (self- 
published by Ph. Stauff, Berlin-Gro-Lichterfelde, Moltkestrafie 46a, price M. 6.-) 

No less important and significant is the "Semi-Gotha", historical-genealogical 
pocketbook of the entire nobility of Jewishorigin (1200 pages, 2nd ed., price M. 36.-, 
Kyffhauser- verlag, Zechner u. Co., Munich 23) 

Whoeverwants to learn aboutpractical racial hygiene and its biologicalpreconditions 
should read the quite excellentand substantial book "Der vélkische Gehalt der Rassenhygiene" 
by Dr. F. Siebert (Verlag J. F. Lehmann, Munich. Price M. 3.-.) 

In an unsurpassable way covers the work of Wilhelm Meister "Judas Schuldbuch" 
(Deutscher Volksverlag, Munich, 6th to 10th thousand. Price geh. M. 8.60, tr. M. 12.50), the 
immense guilt of Jewry for our moral and political breakdownand for all 


of the hardship and disgrace and shame through which our unfortunatepeople and fatherland 
must pass today This excellent work is warmly recommended to the reader. It draws, as it 
were, the sum ofcultural and political questionstouched upon in my contemporary novelputs to 
the test the most tragic example that world history has ever seen 

The two sensational works "Weltfreimaurertum, Weltrevolution, Weltrepublik" (World 
Freemasonry, World Revolution, World Republic), a study of the origin and ultimate aims of 
the World War by Nationalrat Dr. Fr. Wichtl, (J. F. Lehmanns Verlag, Munich, 20th to 22nd 
thousand, price M. 7.-) and "Die Geheimnisse der Weisen von Zion" (The Secrets of the Wise 
Men of Zion), edited by Gottfried zur Beek (3rd ed.Jewish leadership of world 
Freemasonrythe systematic evocation of world war by international Jewry for the ultimate 
purpose of destroying all Christian monarchies of the world and Christianity, and of 
establishing Jewish world domination under the mask of individual national republics 

"The Jewish Question Abroad" is the title of a series of books published by the 
Deutschvélkische Verlagsanstalt (A. Gétting), Hamburg 1. The first book in the series, "The 
Jewish Question in England," by G. E. Winzer (price M. 9.-) has been published. The reader 
gets a vivid picture of the anti-Semitism that is beginning to stir in England. 


Afterword 
to the Ist, 2nd and 3rd editions. 


This book is dedicated to the German Houston Stewart Chamberlain. At the beginning of 
the World War, he, the enthusiastic herald of German ways and German 
greatnessacquiredGerman citizenship But this outward process was only symbolic of a deep 
inner one that had long since taken place within him. Chamberlain was German from the 
moment he became aware of his feeling and thinking, for his feeling and thinking had always 
been German. Thus he had long since conquered for himself the right of home and a homeland 
in all German hearts.The best of our people always felt him as one of ours just as Shakespeare 
and CarlyleGobineau came fromGermanicblood Today we proudly count Houston Stewart 
Chamberlain among our great intellectual leaders. That this book is dedicated to him, the 
German, therefore needs no explanation. However, a personal remark about it is permitted, 
since it will benefit many a reader. 

At one of those lavish Berlin parties on the Kurfiirstendammmy attention was drawn one 
day to Chamberlain's "Fundamentals of the XIXth Century" I heard a Jewish doctor ranting 
violently about the book. This prompted me to leaf through it. Leafing through turned into 
reading, reading into study. Like a magnet suddenly brings direction and system into a heap of 
iron filings, so under the impression of the book my sensations and experiences, thoughts and 
suppositions arranged themselves into a closed chain. Immediately I acquired Chamberlain's 
remaining works. His "Kant" was a revelation to me, his "Goethe" had a Copernican effect on 
me, his "Words of Christ" became my constant companion. A complete spiritual rebirth took 
place in me. And what increased my trust in him to the limitless, he also stood by me. 


like me, on the firmly established ground of natural science, without deceiving themselves 
about its limitations or overestimating its achievements 

With new eyes and new ears, I now wandered under Chamberlain's spiritual guidance in 
years of consistent study through a territory ranging from the ancient Indian heroic poems to 
Hesiod and Homer to the Edda and the Nibelungenliede, from the Indian Vedas via 
Democritus and Plato to Goethe and Kant, from Aeschylus and Euripides to Shakespeare and 
Kleist, Schiller and Richard Wagner, from the ancient Indian and _ Assyrian- 
Babyloniandocuments via Herodotus and Tacitus to Mommsen, Treitschke and Gobineau And 
this was the result: 

Race is everything!It is the key not only to the history of mankind, of peoples and 
families, but also to the personality of the individual human being Everything that I am, feel, 
think, want, what I have become, will become and can become, I owe solely to my race. My 
race, together with my religion, is the highest and holiest thing that I possess. Yes, I possess 
my religion only through my race, because it is only my race which makes my religion 
possible for me and opens the deep-intimate understanding for it to me. Race and religion are 
one! And the knowledge that I come from the noblest race that the earth has ever borne and 
that I am called to lead all peoples of the globe towards their highest and last destiny, imposes 
on me the high obligation to do everything in my power to keep this race pure and holy and 
inviolable for foreign blood! I owe this not only to myself and my children, but in the highest 
degree to my people and my fatherland, for people and fatherland perish irrecoverably, as 
history teaches, if the race is corrupted by mixing with foreign blood. 

The racial observation of history teaches that the decline of the Aryan peoples is always 
the direct consequence of their semitization and the democratization brought about by it. Both 
always go hand in hand. Democracy is just as foreign to the heroic times of the Hellenic 
Aryans as it is to the peoples of the 


Romans and Germanic peoples, who had not yet been touched by Mitentum.Only the blood 
mixture with the already strongly Semiticized pre-Aryan Mediterranean race, on which Greeks 
and Romans were layered, caused their democratization and with it at the same time the 
beginning decay, which finally accelerated unstoppably, the more abundantly the Semitic 
blood from Asia Minor, Syria and North Africa poured into Greece and ItalyDemocracy" here 
does not mean the control of the monarch by elected representatives of the people and their 
participation in the business of government - that is rather an ancient Germanic way, which 
never bowed to the arbitrariness of its princes - but the rape of the organically conditioned and 
necessary minorities by the judgmentless massesknowonly their own welfare, but not the 
welfare of the state as a whole 

Since the French Revolution, whose rapture of equality burned all brains, the Jews, a 
Semitic bastard people of the most disastrous mixture of blood, now also attained national and 
political influence. In France, Italy and England, they have long since succeeded in making the 
highest offices of state accessible to them. Cremieux, Gambetta, Gallo, Majorana, Luigi 
Luzatti, Rava, Sonnino, Salandra, Lord Beaconsfield (D'Israeli), Lord Northcliffe were and are 
all Jews. The leaders ofRussian Revolution and Bolshevism arealsoalmost all Jews’") 

German people has nowspared the influx of the Semiticized Italic chaos of 
peoplesunfavorable geographical position, which, however, proved to be its good fortune from 
a national point of view, and because of the defensive position caused Nevertheless, it too is 
threatened today by Semitization, democracy and ruin, because since the founding of the 
empire the Jews have cut their organs into its flesh, as they have into the flesh of all peoples. 
Thriving peoples and cultures have at all times attracted the Jews like syrup attracts flies. With 
the help of baptism and the mixing of blood, Judaism had gained access to the highest offices 
of state even in our country before the Revolution. The emperor's familiar surroundings were 
thoroughly contaminated with Jews. Monstrous was the political influence which it exerted 
ceaselessly and with increasing effect through capital and the press on the state leadership. 
Through thousands of hidden channels it always knew how to bring itself to bear at the right 
time and in the right place.’™') 

The various phases of the World War have shown this conspicuously. The solidarity of 
German Jewry, as embodied as a political, economic and intellectual power in the "Berliner 
Tageblatt" and the "Frankfurter Zeitung," with international Jewry is today 

obvious. '*) These two all-Jewish papers and the German press fed by them could not have 


Vilhad a great share. first Jesuits were Jews; the mysteriousRussian 
diplomacy, which keeps the whole West of Europe in constant agitation, 
is organized and directed by JewsThe mighty revolution which is 
preparing at this moment in Germany is developing entirely under the 
auspices of the Jews, who monopolize the professorships of Germany. 

As you can see, my dear Koningsby, the world is run by very 
different people than those who are not behind the scenes believe." 

VillThe Jew Kldtzel writes in No. 2 of the magazine "Janus" (1912) 
"... We are called a danger to Germanism. Certainly we are, as certainly 
as Germanism is a danger to Jewry ... Whether we have the power, that 
is the only question that interests us, and therefore we must strive to be 
and remain a power." 

IX English Jew Lucien Wolf wrote at the turn of the nineties in the 
"Pall Mall Gazette" in London (see Fritsch, Antisemitenkatechismus1 893, 
p. 218): "Notwithstanding any assertions to the contrary, | hold that Jews 


worked into the hands of our enemies before and during the war better than they did, even if 
they had been paid vassals of our enemies.They have incessantlyinsulted and ridiculedour 
German institutions and created the impression abroad that barbaric conditions prevail in our 
German fatherland They have worked tirelessly for decades to undermine and corrode the 
German sense of honor and nationalism, and have finally brought about the demoralization of 
our internal and external front, thereby bringing about all the shame and disgrace and misery 
upon our fatherland. The participation of the Jews in the events of the overthrow has by now 
opened the eyes of even the most blind. It was a Jew - Kurt Eisner - who overthrew the first 
German princely throne and there- 

by giving the signal for the general overthrow. No less than 80 percent of the overthrow 
government is made up of Jews! half-JewKarl Liebknecht and the full-Jew Rosa Luxemburg 
are the leaders of the Spartacists 

The race question is not only a platonic-scientific and ethical one, it is above all a 
practical statesmanlike one! It is the question which decides on the existence or non-existence 
of German characteristics and thus on the future of the German people. 

To have opened the eyes of the German people to this vital question is the immortal 
merit of Houston Stewart Chamberlain. In the future it will no longer be possible to make 
German politics, to write history, cultural history, history of art and literature without taking 
into account the racial question.If Germanyperish like Hellas and Rome, it must free itself 
from the polyp arms of All-Judaism 

should be noted here that All-Judaism also includes all those born of German blood 
who, spiritually and physically infected by Judaism, pay homage in lifestyle, politics, science, 
literature and art to a direction which we feel to be un-German and anti-German, and 
whichseeks tocover upits dull materialistic aspirations by such captivating catchwords as 
"cultureprogressequality," "humanity," "world soul," etc.,and places cosmopolitanism above 
German Certainly, we Germans know how to appreciate every people according to its 
peculiarity, to enjoy its creations and to learn from them, and we appreciate the spiritual and 
economic intercourse from people to people in all its importance. In this sense we are all 
citizens of the world. But without danger of losing our German uniqueness and sinking into a 
chaotic mass of humanity, we can only be so if we are conscious Germans and hold our race 
high and holy, pure and inviolable. We owe this realization to Houston Stewart Chamberlain. 

But this is not the end of Chamberlain's significance for German intellectual lifepay 
tribute to thenaturalist, philosopher, politician, writer and artist is not possible within the 
framework of this epilogue, and he has yet to tell us his best and greatest For the time being, it 
is known only to a few friends. But to those who are familiar with his oeuvre as a whole, there 
is no doubt that Houston Stewart Chamberlain deserves a place of honor among the great and 
greatest Germans. A deep insight into Chamberlain's personality is offered by the small book 
by L. v. Schréder, "Houston Stewart Chamberlain, ein Abrif seines Lebens" (J. F. Lehmanns 
Verlag, Munich), but above all by Chamberlain's self-biographical work "Lebenswege meines 
Denkens". (Publisher F. Bruckmann A.-G., Munich.) 


Déorrberg b. Grafenroda 1. Thiir., country house "Waldruh", December 1917, September 
1918 and January 1919. 
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must first be Jews .| will not dwell on the absurdity ofplacingan unlimited 
national consciousness higher than the aspirations which are taught to 
me by the wise fundamental laws of my race We Jews have in what is 
called the Mosaic Law a political creed of the most detailed character." 


Afterword 
to the 15th edition (146th-170th thousand). 


So far I have received many hundreds of letters about this book from all classes and 
circles of the German people, not only from the German Empire and German Austria, but also 
from Switzerland and from North and South America. I am quite unable to thank all the letter 
writers personally, I do so here. There is also no lack of nameless vituperative and threatening 
letters. But even these are of value to me, since they prove to me that the book fulfills its 
purpose of awakening the German people's soul and inciting them to fight against their most 
insidious and dangerous enemy, Judaism. 


The truth about Judaism marches! It marches with giant strides! also news from France, 
England and America that in these countries the realization of the Jewishworld danger is 
growing and that also there the anti-Semitic movement has started to rollThe German 
community of leaders is already in the process ofestablishing contact with the anti- 
Semiticleaders abroad, for the purpose of founding an international anti-Semitic alliance to 
counter the "Alliance israelite internationale". Anti-Semitism is the natural bond that will 
unite the peoples of the world in the common struggle against the Jewish-capitalist world 
danger and establish the true League of Nations. The fact that it is also gaining ground within 
the German working class from month to month is the surest sign of the rising recovery of the 
German people's soul, which has been artificially sickened by the Jews. 

I wrote this book three years ago within five months for the most part in the military 
hospital under the most unfavorable internal and external circumstances imaginable. I had to 
put the first transcript into print without having found the possibility to work through it again 
in terms of content and style. Thus, the book has many deficiencies. As far as my new studies 
and work made it possible for me, I then subsequently applied the file to the first new editions. 
I have now subjected the present 15th edition to a thorough revision. I would like to take this 
opportunity to thank my dear friend Friedrich Wilhelm Graf von Pfeil for his loyal help in this 
and in the printing corrections. 

I have alsosupplementedthe list of writings according to the current state ofanti-Semitic 
literature, which hasswelled to enormous proportions since the publication of the bookinsofar 
as it is fundamental and popular But also there it was necessary to make a strict selection and 
to leave out all writings which are of God-denying or anti-Christian direction. Only on the 
ground and under the sign of the faith in God and Christianity can the 
win the battle against anti-Semitism and to overcome materialismleadthe inner renewal and 
rebirth of the German people and of humanity We must first become masters of the Jew in us 
if we want to defeat the Jew around us. We are anti-Semites only because the Jew is, always 
has been and always will be the embodied principle of materialism and mamonism, and 
therefore for thousands of years has been leading the idealistically directed, upwardly striving 
Aryan humanity again and again down the material wrong paths and pushing it back into 
chaos. This will not change until the Jew is eliminated once and for all from the national life of 
the Aryan races by legal measures and rendered harmless. 

That the Jew is the irreconcilable enemy of Christianity and therefore of any true 
progress and way out, he proved by putting our Savior on the cross, and his religious writings 
prove this to this day. The Jew is the embodied eternal Antichrist and arch-reactionary. Jewish- 
Russian Bolshevism is nothing else than the blood reJudaism on ChristianityThe desecrations 
of Russian churches and the mass murders of Russian priests prove itAsiatic Jewry longs todo 
the sameGermany and the other Aryan-Christian countriesButGerman working classbeguiled 
by the Jews to the point of madnessbeginning to see the eyes of their Jewish corrupters open 
The truth marches! 


Dorrberg b. Grafenroda i. Thiir., country house "Waldruh", December 1920. 
Dr. phil. nat. Artur Dinter 


1) The Jew Benjamin D'Israeli (Lord Beaconsfield), the well-known English minister, 
writes in his novel "Coningsby" (1844 Tauchnitz editionp. 251 ff.): 

"At this moment, in spite of centuries, in spite of millennia of persecutions and 
humiliationsthe Jewish spirita great influence on the destinies of Europel speak not of the law 
of the Hebrews, which you still obey, not of their literatureby which your minds are imbued, 
but of the living intelligence of the Hebrews You will see that there has not been a single great 
spiritual movement in Europe in which the Jews have not played their part. 

1) The Jew Heinrich Landsberger writes in the "Neue Rundschau" in November 1910, p. 
1612 ff. under the code name Junius: "The Jews are stirring in every nucleus of the nation with 
such freshness and liveliness that one can already speak of a Jewish renaissance 
hears talk. They are doing well, not only in business ... There is hardly a district of national 
activity in which there is no Jewish element. There is hardly any Jew-pure action on a large 
scale ... That is why the Jew, as a big banker, big merchant, big shipowner, as financier of all 
collective needs, is not the official politician, at least not in the state, which is still (!) led by 
the civil service; but behind the scenes he is active without interruption ...; he is the real wire- 
puller and actor, clever enough to leave the decorative gesture to others. And that is why, 
because the Jew nests so deeply in capitalist-directed life, there is a buzz of Ballins, Rathenaus, 
Firstenbergs in the highest and very highest places. That is why Sir Ernest Kassel is making 
world history.Sonnino and Luzzatti were finance ministers and prime ministers in 
Italy.colonial congresses and colonial societies are teemingJews who cannot be absent from 
the task of capitalizing the still dark spotsnational-liberalparty, which mainly represents the big 
associations of entrepreneurs and industrial exporters, Jewsmustby law circumvent and bank 
directors (ret.) spurred by political ambitionmustseek shelter That is why so many Jewish 
tightrope walkers are balancing on the rope stretched by the Hanseatic League in the mask of 
the apostles of harmony. Already there are Jewish latifundia owners, the legal successors 
ofprinces and barons" etc. 


